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WHIM OF THE DAY, 
| W's. (Fox 1790) 
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SNTROD UC TI ON 


TO THE 


WHIM or Taiz DAY, &c. 


For 1790, 


HE world is ruled by Whims and Fancies, 
And many ſtrange extravagancies z 
An Infant's Whim we know's a rattle; 
A Soldier's Whim is glory, battle, 
A Sailor's too is blood and thunder ! 
With dangers which make all folks wonder. 


The Politician's Whim is ſtate, 
And plans—to make the nation great ! 
The Courtier's Whim's to get a place, 
Begg'd from his Lordſhip, or his Grace; 
The Lover's Whim is tender bliſſes, 
Sighs, languiſhing and ſweeteſt kiſſes! 
The Lady's Whim is dreſs and pride, 
Balls, Routs and—fiſty things beſide ! 


The Bully's is to breed a quarrel; 
The Poet's is—the Muſes Laurel; 
Muſic's a Whim that's now in faſhion, 
And priz'd by all r the nation: 


2 And 
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iv JINTRODUCTION 


And what can pleaſure more prolong, 

Than muſic, and a cheerful ſong : 

For this our Book we now diſplay, 

And treat you with Tus WII or TR Dax. 


To every one of each Degree, 
The Whim may a companion be; 
Since not to any claſs confin'd, 

But ſuited to each cheerful mind ; 
No ſongs indecent are diſplay'd, 
For bucks at midnight Maſquerade ; 
No words offend the chaſteſt ear, 
Or can offend the modeſt fair ; 

Such paltry things we, with diſdain, 
Send to the Authors back again, 


No old ſtale traſh we offer here, 
'Tis all the produce of the year; 
Vauxhall and other public places, 
Supply, with all their charms and graces, 
Such Songs as gain the general voice, 
And Taſte has made the general choice. 
Beſides the Muſes, volunteers, 
The little Book with fancy cheers, 
And many a pleaſing rural ditty, 
Contriv'd of flow'rets ſweet and pretty, 


Pluck'd 


YM 


INTRODUCTION. 


Plack'd from the bow'rs, the meads and groves, 


Where ſtray the Graces and the Loves, 
Adorn the Wr1m;—and many a ſtrain 
To ſuit each Nymph, and every Swain; 
Nay, Gentle, Simple, Lord, or Lady, 
You'll find in order, trim and ready. 


Let others boaſt their gay deſigns, 
Where Genius with rich ſculpture joins, 
We modeſtly ſubmit our plan, 

And let them beat it if they can! 
Boaſting, indeed, 1s not our art, 

Yet ſtrive to make complete each part. 
In Tyyrr, in Pavren, FroawnTisbIECE, 
We hope we're not the laſt in theſe; 

If candid you but give applauſe, 

That ſanction will ſecure our cauſe; 
Critics may rail, and roar, and thunder ! 
To ſuch we never ſhall knock under, 


Others who carry on the trade, 
And ſomething like it have diſplay'd, 
Perhaps may cry, to run it down, 
The plan is old, and not his own! 
Tis done, you ſee, for very ſpite, 
No mattier,-they ll get, nothing by't. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


But if encouragement ſucceed, 


As we have little doubt indeed, 


No matter what they all can ſay 

The Wu fhall weather thro*' the Day; 
And this with truth we can declare, 

All we have done is juſt and fair; 

We robb'd no Brother of the trade, 
Have no mean ſelfiſh arts diſplay'd: 

May every one by fairneſs thrive, 


While we the ſelf-ſams means contrive, 
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Tur PUBLISHER of this Collection conſi- 


H 


ders it. as his duty to return his moſt grateful 
thanks to the generous PusLic, by whoſe 
liberal encouragement he ts enabled to give this 
Second Edition; and begs leave to aſſure them, 


that every Year, in future, he will endeavour to 


merit a continuationof their Favours by the moſt 
unwearied diligence, in ſelecting all the approv- 
ed SONGS that ſhall be ſung in the Theatres, 


Anacreontic Society, Beef-fteak Club, and other Public 
Places of Amuſement. 


e hopes that the impartial part of his fellow ſub- 
jects (by which characteriſtic all Britons are diſ- 
tinguiſhed) will do him the juſtice to believe, 
that his Deſign 1s to contribute to their innocent 
amuſement, without any purpoſe of rivaling, or 
prejudicing any other Publiſher, 
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As long as I ive | ul my fiddle-ftick, &c. 15 
Arite, my roly nymph oi May - = = 38 
A linnet' s neſt with anxious care = - - 2H 
As I fat near my cot, winch iweet, &c. - - 47 
As now we've met — a - 0 - 72 
Alas my Peggy, muſt we part - - - 93 
As on the flow'ry banks of gentle Tweed - 95 
Aſk ' ſt thou how long my love ſhall ſtay - 110 
| A lawyer, a doctor, a parion, were met 117 


& Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonie, bonie bride” - 18 
Beſide the bourne the other day - — - 21 


Be mine, tender paſſion, ſoother of care - - ba 

By Logan' s {treams that rin ſae deep = 110 
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Can any tell (ſince Adam's time I mean) 10g 

Dread parent of deſpair : F 73 
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Drifted ſnow no more is ſeen > % +0 
E. 

Ere yet in my youth, and my beauty in prime 113 

Egad we had a glorious feaſt - 2 1 


From thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, I fly - 46 
Forlorn, I ſeek the ſilent ſcene - - 3638 
From dreary dreams I wake to wos - - 06g 
From hope's fond dream, tho' reaſon wake = 64 
From high birth and all its ferters „ 
G. 
Go patter to lubbers and ſwabs, d'ye fee +» 23 
Gentle ſtream, on thy banks, let me, &c. 41 
Hey for buckiſh words, for phraſes we've, &c. g8 
Hark! the ſweet horn proclaims afar = 
How pleaſing the meadows around - 83 


I was, d'ye ſee, a Waterman — 1 
I told my charmer that of wealth = = 23 
I travers'd Judah's barren {and - - . 33 


I'm a vot'ry of Bacchus, his godſhip adore = 48 


In old quiet pariſh, ona brown healthy, &c, 76 


Juno's a vixen, always {colding 4 
Jove in his chair - - - « — 88 
L. 


Love from the heart, all its dangers concealing 73 
Louiſa, why art thou depreſt - -<- -< 98 
M. 

Maria, turn, and hear my ſtrain - — 37 
My heart is a breaking, dear Titte - — 49 
Meek bud of beauty, leave the bow'r- — 54 
My native land I bade adieu 1 
My tight fellow foldiers prepare for your foes 78 
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My mother ſhe told me, when I was a boy 86 


Meek daughter of deſpondence, ceaſe - of 


My love, the pride of hill and plain . 106 
N 


fil Night o'er the world her curtain hung * 
No ſooner enter'd in my teens e 
No all in preparation - - - 5 61 
2 Neighbours, friends, with boſoms glowing - 68 
Nature, to women {till ſo kind > 3 
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Oh Laura! idol of my ſoul - - - 43 


Oh dear! oh dear! no hopes for Jonas - 65 


On Richmond hill there lives a lass 89 


Once more I'mreturn'd to my own native ſhore 108 


TE = | P. 
Proper flights will Fancy bring „ 
"BF Returning from the 8K n eve - - = - OL 
Sweet May had appear'd, and day was Juſt, &c, 22 
Say, what ſo tranhent, ſo uncertain = 23 
Since the glad revolving year - - Bt 
* Sea-girt England fertile land 81 
The Whim of the moment's the Whim, &c. 13 
Time, thou ſoftner of each grief = - 24 
There's nought in nature to admire _ - - 30 
> The ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnows - 34 
That Jane I love, I needs muſt own - - 35 
Ihe fable cladcurtain's undrawn - 45 
This, this is the liquor of life ; = 55 


The ſnows are dillolving on Torno's rude, &c. 39 
Thy limpid waves, thou ſweetly murm'ring rill 60 


Tho? pity I cannot deny , - - by 
Torn from thee, Carline, muſt theſe eyes 67 
Thus at length, the ſtorm blown over - 68 
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There ſtood poor Jonas at the window 
The mincing ſtep, the woman's air 
To arms, to arms! when captains cry 
Twas near a {ea-beat rock reclin'd - 


Tell me, maidens, what is love - 

T'other day, *twas in a mead - 

The tuneful lav'rick cheers the grove - 90 

The day is departed, and round from the cloud 98 

The modeft violet of the vale . » 99 

To beauty born a willing ſlave . « 10L 

That God who gives and takes away + 109 

The plague of one's life . 5 „ 7. 
W. | 

While the moon beamsall bright . 23 

When o'er the green meadows I ſtray . 29 


With the charms of bright fancy let mirth, &c g2 
When Arthur firſt in court began . 40 
Whither, my love! ah! whither art thou, &c. 62 
Where'er true valour can its power diſplay 
What a ſkin, not a wiinkle x a 
Will great lords and ladies . « 
What's a valiant hero . PRE , 
When we ſtout free booters prowl 3 
Was evre girl ſo ſad as me - 5 
When o'er the lands at early dawn . 
What joy to me . . Ly 
Wonder not if thus I'm mute : & 
WhileStrephon, thus you teaze me « 
When firſt I ſaw the Village Maiden 2 
Without a girl to toy and kiſs - , 
3 


Voung Jockey calls me his delight - 
Young Daphne, brighteſt creature - 


4 | FH lately publiſhed by ; Roac H, 
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A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 


Written on purpeſe for this WORK, 


lively 


1 1 Whim of the moment's the Whim of the 
tereſt. 


Times, 
And whimfical lubjects claims whimſical rhimes; 
Ye Critics excuſe then my lay ; 
If, like other Bards, I the ſubject purſue, 
New ſcenes, and new follies bring forth to the view, 
And ſing you—the Whim of the Day. 


THE 


| The Whim of the night we'll paſs over with ſpeed, 
(be whimſical frolics for night are decree'd) 
1 At preſent not fit to diſplay; 

Jo riſe when bright Phœbus the hills does adorn, 
” Andliſt to the poſt-boy's wide echoing horn ! 


For chat is—the Whin of the Day. 
& B 1] hen 


E 


Then wiſdom-fac'd grave Politicians ariſe, 

Their clothes huddle on, and unbutton their eyes, 
In haſte all the news to ſurvey; 

Puffs, Paragraphs, Bankrupts' Eſtates to be Sold, 

Amuſements in plenty, all this to behold; 
And this is—the Whim of the Day. 


At Newmarket, or elſewhere, my Lord, or his 
Grace, 
With a jockey's dreſs on- you behold at the race 
And there all his talents diſplay : * 

Done, and done! is the word, whip, ſpur my 
dear boy, | 

What extaſy, tranſport ! what rapture ! what joy! 
Yet this is—t/he Whim of the Day. 


In faſhion's gay round as we ramble along, 

New ſubjects will riſe, {till the theme to prolong ; 
And where is the harm, I will pray? 

If the Belles with large wigs, and high 
appear, | 

And arm-in-arm join'd, ſee three Fops in the rear; 


Since this 15—the Whim of the Day. 


Since whimſical notions prevail and expand, 
New Whims we may daily expect thro? the land, 
Which the papers will always convey. 
When Monſieur, ſo famous for grimace and dance, 
With war and rebellion affrightens all France; 


How ſtrange is ie Whim of the Day. 


INDEED 


hats, ſhould | 


TY Bs? oe 
19 INDEED *TIS MUCH TOO SOON, 
ks Sung by Mrs, MARTYR. 


T gay ſixteen, my lovers came, : 
With flatt'ring tongues and hearts in flame, 
| As thick as flow'rs in June; 
But of a little beauty vain, 
I laugh'd, and told each dying ſwain — 
Indeed 'twas much too ſoon, 


Year after year, in ſcorn went by, 
Rejecting ev'ry am'rous figh, 
I kept the ſame old tune ; 
Go ſhepherds, with diſdain, I cry'd, 
*Tis time enough to be a bride, — 
Indeed 'tis much too ſoon. 


At twenty-five,-full time to wed, 
My lovers nearly all were fled, 
I altered then my tune; 
Shepherds, ſaid I, I've chang'd my mind, 
I've thought the matter o'er, and find, 
I cannot wed too ſoon. . 


n 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


[ By PETER PIN DAR. 


S long as I live ſhall my ſiddle- ick move, 
) x Whilſt a fair one remains in our iſle ; 
My cat-gut I'll ſcrape, and be always in love, 
Whillt beauty will give me a ſmile, 
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Age 'may turn my locks grey, or unmerciful pull 
Every hair that now flows from my head, 

And yet I'm reſolv'd to be ſtubborn as mule, 
Nor quit the dear ſex till I'm dead, 


Anacreon died drinking!-the Poet was right; "ft 


As for me— Wine poſſeſſes no charms; 
But if I muſt die, like that Greek, with delight, 
Let it be with a girl in my arms 


$049$9900000000000000000090094900 - | 


THE HEN-PECK'D GOD, 
A NEW COMIC SONG, 


Sung by Mr. EDwiN, at the Anacreontic Society. 


UNO's a vixen, always ſcolding! 
Jove, acts the part of Jerry Sneak, 
ully Mars cannot embolden 

Sniv'ling Jove to look or ſpeak ; 

Tho' his nods make Cœlus quiver, 

When ſhe comes, all goes to wreck; 

At her preſence he will ſhiver, 

More ſo when he hears herclack, 
Clack, click, clack ; ticky, tacky, tack; - 
Oh -e cannot ſtand her clack, 


All the qualities adorn her, 

That complete the ſcolding ſhrew ; 
Gods fly to every hole and corner, 
Whenever ſhe appears in view! 


Johnſon 
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Johnſon, is to, her a fool, Sir, 
None of his ſhrill notes ſhe lack, 
Tho a female, ſhewill rule, Sir, 
With her daddles and her clack ; 
Clack, click, clah, &c. 


Jove, one day the Gods had met, Sir, 
Each was in a merry mood, 

Round the table joyous ſat, Sir, 
Momus by them laughing ſtood ; 

But, alas! they look like alles, 

When, with noiſy thump and ſmack, 
Juno enter'd, broke the glaſſes, 

And began her uſual clack ! | 
Clack; click, clack, & c. 


Oh for ſhame! good madam Juno, 
Momus cries, —all this I bar 
Saucy rufhan! TI let you know, 
What it is with me to ſpar. 

*Pollo ſtrove, in vain to pleaſe her, 
Quick ſhe gave him ſuch a ſmac k, 
That no God there durit to ſeize her, 
For her daddles and her clack ! 


Clack, lick, lack, &c- 


Jove cries peace—you ſaucy Vixen, 
An't I maſter of the iky? 

Me you miſt not play your tricks on 
Ay, ſays Juno, that we'll try; 

Come, pray troop, good malter Jerry, 
Or I'll wherk your brawny back! 

1 ſhall teach you to be merry, 

H you dare reſent my clack! 


Click, clic, dlcak, &. 
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THE BRAES OF YARROW. 


By J. Raxxis. 


6 USK ye, buſk ye, my bonie, bonie bride, ?? 
And dry your eyes, wi' anguiſh ſtreaming; 

For our approach, all eyes on Clyde 

Are now wr expectation beaming ; 
There we'll enjoy the merry day— 

(But here your days are dimm d wi' ſorrow) 
There pals, in love, the night away, 

And think nae mair on gloomy Yarrow. 


How can I buſk a bonie; bonie bride— 
Or how can I reſtrain frae weeping = 
Whan he is toſs'd on ocean wide, 
Wha has my waefu' heart in keeping! 
A! lang, lang, maun I view, wi' pain, 
The ſtream made bitter wi' my ſorrow! 
And, for his coming, lang in vain, 
Look frae the flow'ry Braes of Yarrow! 
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Yet leave me ſtill a weeping Maid, 

By Y arrow's lonely waves to languiſh; 
For, {ooner than conſent to wed, 

The grave ſhall bury a' my anguiſh; 
Thro' apprehenſion's ſhadows gloom 

Dark o'er the night of deep'ning ſorrow, 
Yet, true to Love, I'll preſs the tomb, 

And hun that won my heart on Yarrow ! 


SELIM's 


19 1 
SELIM's COMPLAINT. 


Tu NE Mary's Dream. 


IGHT o'er the world her curtain hung, 
N The vale was ſilent, late ſo gay; 
The bird of eve melodious ſun 

Her anthem at the fniſh'd day; 

hen Selim, on a bank reclin'd, 

Beneath a ſpreading willow-tree, 

Thus ſpoke the feelings of his mind 

“ Oh, Lucy! ſhed a tear for me.“ 


2 * had I all that Heav'n could give, 
I Were my poſſeſſions rich and great, 
Then for my Lucy would I live, 

Then at her feet a ſuppliant wait: 
But, ſince hard poverty's my lot, 
No hope remains to wed with thee; 
Thy beauties ne'er can grace my cot 


« Oh, Lucy! ſhed a tear for me. 
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1 Depriv'd of all chat life could bleſs, 
The torment» Life, no more I crave; 

The hour that offers happinets, 

Ils that which marks my haplels grave: 

Be each fond wiſh enjoy'd of thine, 

9 May Heavy n protect and comfort hor! 
The turf muſt . this head of min 

Oh, Lucy! iheda tear for me, £ 
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IWAS, D'YZ SEE, AN HONEST WATERMAN, i 
A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. | 


Sung by Mr. DiBDIN, 


Was d'ye ſee, a Waterman, 


As tight and ſpruce as any 

'Twixt Richmond [own and Horſlydown, 
I tarn'd an honeſt penny; 
None could of Fortune's favours brag 
M ore than could lucky I, 
My cot was ſnug, well fill'd my cag— 
My grunter in my ſty; 

With wherry tight 

And bolom light, 

I cheerfully did tow, 
And, to complete this princely life, 
Sure never one had friend and wife 
Like my Poll and my partner Joe— 

Like my Poll, & c. 


I roll in joy, like theſe awhile, 
Folks far and near carels'd me; 
*Till, woe is me, 
So lubberly 
The vermin came and preſs'd me, 
How could I all theſe pleaſures leave, 
How with my wherry part, 
I never ſo took on to grieve 
It wrung my very heart, 
But when on board ; 
They gave the word 
To foreign parts to go, 
I ru'd the moment I was born, 1 
That I ſhould ever thus be torn the 
From my Poll and my partner Joe. | 
From my Poll, &c. 
I did: 
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did my duty manfully, 


While on the billows rolling, 
And night or day 
x Could find my way, 
Blindfold, to the main- top bowling; 
Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Quick-ſands and gales of wind, 
I drav'd, in hopes to taſte again 
re joys I left behind. 
1 Ia climes afar, 
if The hotteſt war 
pPour'd broadſides on the foe; 
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My wife and my partner Joe. 
5 N ih Wife, &c. 


At laſt, it pleas'd his Majeſty 

Jo give peace to the nation; 

Wy And honeſt hearts, 

3H From foreign parts, 

Came home for conſolation, 

Like lightning—for I felt new life, 
Now ſafe from war's alarms, 

Ls return'd, and found my friend and wiſe, 
*X Lock'd in each other's arms: 

i Yet fancy not 

3 [ bore this lot, 

For him a lubber - no; 

Por ſeeing I was finely trick'd 
Plump to the devil I boldly kick'd 
My Poll, and my partner Joe. | 
11 8 My Poll, &c. 
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A FAVOURITE AIR. 


Sung by Mrs, Tavior, at the Haymarket. 
Set to muſic by My, Regve, 


Þ 
1 May had appear'd and day was juſt 
dawning , ' 
And clad in rich garments the daiſy-fring'd 
mead ; 

The lark's early warbles evinc'd it was morning, 
And each laughing villager tun'd up his reed; 
When bruſhing the dew-drops that gliſten'd be- 

fore me, 
My ſwain and myſelf to the woodlan'd did hie; 
Where he fondly ſwore how he'd love and 
h adore me, 
And, oh! how he kiſs'd me when no one was 
nigh, 


His tales, fraught with love, were from Sol's early 
peering 
O'er yon hill's tow'ring top, till eve mantled 
the globe; | 
So fervent his vows, like Apollo appearing, 
Truth * on his tongue, and he wore wiſdom's 
robe; 
My heart to the force of his pleading aſſented, 
And drank draughts of love from his charming 
bright eye, 1 
Then to wed (when our fate ſhould permit) I con- E. 
ſented, 
And, oh! how he kiſs'd me when no one was 
nigh, IS 
1 | A NEW 
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A NEW SONG. 


By J. RaN NIE. 


=F TOLD my charmer, that of wealth, 

; Tho? little was my ftore, 

1 ſtill would ſtrive, white bleſt with health, 

it To make that little more. 

ZTontent ſhould thro' my labour, {mile, 
And every care remove; 

If ſhe—the ſolace of my toil, 

Would bleſs me with her love! 


Mer lily hand J ſoftly preſt, 

And kiſs d the falling tear; 
A ſigh of pity heav'd her breaſt, 
W hich ſpoke the ſoul fincere; 
hat ſpotleſs ſhrine, where virtue lies, 
May pity ever move! 

But, in her luſtre-ſtreaming eyes 
I found expreſſive love. 
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A BACCHANALIAN SONG, 
8 1 By MExcvuT10, 
AY, what ſo traniient, ſo uncertain, 
4 As the fleet couric on earth we run ? 


; gives the cue to drop the curtain, 
- *ZEre the ſhort farce is well begun. 

4 Drink then about, boys, all be jolly! 
Loſe not a moment you can ſave; 

Not to drink now, how great the folly, 
Since there's no drinking i in the grave ! 


Then 
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Depriv'd of wine, what had we been ? 


C 24 ] 


Then too, to make our tale more grievous, 
And ſhew our lot how piteous hard, 


Grim death, as ſubtle as miſchievous, F 
. 1 
Strikes when we're leaſt upon our guad. = 
*Gainſt his fell ravage, who's defended? 4 
To ſtop life's ſand we ſtrive in vain; 1 
Nor when the glaſs is once * 1 
Can we cer turn it up again 4 | 
5 ©] 
* . 2 
Stoics, in honeſt truth, ah! tell us, 7; 


nba > 


Since breath of life, like wind of bellows, 
Is out ere we can ſay, 'tis in. | 


af a, ad <2 2p GE, 


MES. 


Jove weighing this, and juſtly thinking 

Man's narrow circuit incomplete, 

Sent him the grape, bid him be drinking, 

That, tho' 'twas ſhort, it might be ſweet. 5 
Drink then about, boys, &c. 
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A NEW SONG, 


IME, thou ſoftner of eac jef, 
Aid me with thy friendly Falm; 
To my ſorrow bring relief, 
And my heart-felt anguiſh calm. 


Tho! the ſwelling ſurge oft rages, 


And deforms the wat' ry plain; bf! 
"Time at lengt h 1ts force aſſuages, _ 
And the waves grow ſmooth again. ny 


1 — 
_— 6 J 
i * 
. e * 4 2 
„ N 
RS "+8 
r 
9 1 2 
"ap . 1 
5 Y 2 
* wg 
on * 
* 
A 
7 


Cee — Es — * — 
— 9 — — — 
— 


. 4 
POOR ACR / 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung by Mr. DiBB1N. 


8 patter to lubbers and ſwabs, d' ye ſee, 
Bout danger, and fear, and the like; 
A tight water-boat and good ſea- room give me, 
And it an't to a little I'll ſtrike; 
Tho? the tempeſt, top-gallant-maſt, ſmack-ſmooth 
ſhould ſmite, 
And ſhiver each fplinter of wood 
Clear the wreck, ſtow the yards, and bouſe every 
thing tight, 
And under reef*d-foreſail we'll ſcud 
Avaſt! nor don't think me a Milk-ſop ſo ſoft, 
To be taken for trifles a-back, F 
For they ſays, there's a PROVIDENCE ſits Up d- loft 
To 2 for the life of Poor Jack! 12 
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&c. 


Why, I heard the good chaplain palaver, one day, 
About ſouls—Heaven—Mercy—and ſuch, 
And, my timbers! what lingo he'd coil and belay-- 
Why, *twas juſt all as one as High Dutch, 
But he ſaid, how a ſparrow can't founder, d'ye ſee, 
Without orders that come, down below ; 
And many fine things, that prov'd clearly to me 
58 That PROvIͤůãG; Nc takes us in tow— | 
3 For ſays he, d'ye mind me, let ſtorms e'er ſo of | 
Take the top-lifts of ſailors a-back, | 
There's a feet little Cherub fits perch'd up a- loft, 
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack ! 
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I {aid to our PoLL—(for you ſee ſhe would cry) 
When laſt we weigh'd anchor for ſea, 
«© What argues it ſniv ling and piping your eye? 
% Why what a damn'd fool you muſt be! 
© Can't you ſee the world's wide and there's room 
“for us all, 
* Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore; 


And if to old Davy I ſhould go, my dear Porr, 


„Why, you never will hear of me more! 
„What then!—all's a hazard - come, don't be ſo 
* ſoft — ; 
“ Perhaps I may laughing come back; 
For d'ye ſee, there's a Cherub ſits ſmiling a-loft 
& To keep watch for the life of Poor JACK!“ 


D'ye mind me, a ſailor ſhould be, ev'ry inch, 
All one as a piece of a ſhip, _ 


And with her brave the world, without off ring to 


fAlinch, | 
From the moment the anchor's a-trip. 
As to me in all weathers, all times, fides, and ends, 
Nought's a trouble from duty that ſprings— 
My HearrT is my PoLL's—and my Ruixo my 
Fr1END's, 
And as for my LIE —'tis my KI xa's! 
Een when my time comes, ne'er believe me ſo 
ſoft, 
As with grief to be taken a-back— 
That fame little Cherub that fits up a-loft 
Will look out a good birth for=Poor Jack! 
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The MAID of the YARROW. 
PLAINTIVE BALLAD. 
By J. RAN NIE. 


T7 HILE the Moon- beams all bright, 
Give a luſtre to Night, 
I weep on his dwelling fo narrow; 
And high o'er his grave 
The willow-trees wave, 
Who died on the Banks of the Yarrow ! 


Twas under their ſhade, 
Hand in hand as we ftray'd, 
He fell, by the flight af an arrow; 
While, faſt from the wound, 
His blood ſtain'd the ground, 
He died on the Banks of the Yarrow! 


Now lonely I move 
Thro' the lab'rinths of love, 
Where late I was bleſt with a Marrow; 
I mourn—but in vain 
I ſigh for my ſwain!— 
He died—or the Banks of the Yarrow ! 


As wildly J rave, 
And look on his grave, 
Diſtraction my ſoul ſeems to harrow : 
How bleſt were my doom, 
Could I fink in his Tomb, 
Who died, —on the Banks of the Yarrow! 
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TuE ROSY FAIR, 


Sung by Mr. AxxowsMITH, at the Pantheons 


RISE, my roſy nymph of May, 
And with your Colin early ſtray 
To taſte the new-morn air, 
The lark his tuneful notes has rung, 
10 hail you with a bridal ſong ; 
Then riſe, my Roſy Fair! 


I'welve moons are paſt this May-day morn, 
Since you beneath the white blown thorn 
Avow'd to me, I ſwear, 
That this ſame hour you'd kindly yield; 
By every flower that deck'd the field 
You vow'd, my Roſy Fair! 


No longer then ſuch bliſs deny, 
But with your Colin's ſuit comply, 
That he may ever wear 
That gentle, kind, and wiſh'd-for chain, 
Which is to bind your faithful ſwain, 


My charming, Roſy Fair! 
The nymph ſhe haſten'd to her love, = - 
With joy he led her to the grove, . 
More fragrant was the air; 4 
The ſprightly linnets perch'd each ſpray, 9 1 


And warbled forth their dulcet lay 
To hail the Roſy Fair. 


Then ſoon they join d the rural train, 
In ſportive glee they tripp'd the plain, 
To Hymen's temple, where 


4 
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The golden chain's connubial band 


- To Colin bound the lily hand, 


Of his ſweet Roſy Fair. 
45553593888 8877 
THE ST RATED LAMBKIN. 


HEN o'er the green meadows I ſtray, 
With Phillis, my {hepherdels fair; 

What thought can imbitter the way, 

When all that I wiſh for is there. 


Her features ſimplicity ſpeak, 
Not more for the lambkin ſhe tends, 
And with the ſoft roſe on her cheek— 
True beauty with innocence blends. 


The firſt time I ſaw the dear maid, 
In ſorrow ſhe dropt a ſad tear, 

For late from her ſtock was then {tray'd 
A lamb, and ſhe cou'd not tell where.. 


I ſaid to the fair one, awhile 
Reſt here, and the paſture I'll roam, 
And ſure you will grant me a ſmile, 


Should 1 bring you the wand'rer home. 


When ſoon the ſtray'd bleater I found, 
But found him, alas! in a brook, 


Who ſure in the ſtream had been drown'd—. 


But I ſav'd the poor thing with my crook.. 
C 3 Quick. 


[ go } 


Quick back to-my Phillis I ran, 

To thank me I ſaw ſhe would ſpeak ; 
But, ere the dear charmer began, 

I ftole a {ſweet kiſs from her cheek. 


For ſweet as the morn-ſcented roſe 
Is Phillis, the gentle and kind, 

Her beauty's but equall'd by thoſe 
Rich virtues that dwell in her mind, 
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A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 


By J. Ranxit. 
48 nought in Nature to admire 


So bright as dear Meleta's eye: 
There's nought ſo ſtrong as my deſire, 
So ſacred as my loyalty, 
Pure, as her virtue, is my flame; 
And I were bleſt would ſhe approve; 
Unmatch'd in beauty and in fame, 
She's all in charms that I'm in love! 


To wear her image from my mind 
I often: mingle with the gay; 
With pleaſure's train, in folly join'd, 
I ſeek for peace and find diſmay, 
Tho' ſhe delights in giving pain, 
Unkind and cruel to my love, 
A firm adherence I maintain; 
For nought my conſtancy can move, 


Why 


\ 


on oo 


1s the treaſure of my care 

Cold as the aſhes of the Urn? 

And why, when deaf to every pray'r, 
= Dol for fair Meleta burn? 
We've love and merit from among 

The bleſſings which the Gods beſtow : 
'he merit doth to her belong; 

But, with the love, I only glow! 


OY TW DE DO IIA 
I KEN HE LOO's ME WEEL, 


Sung by Mrs, MART YR. 


ESIDE the burne, the other day, 
I tun'd my fimple ſang, 

8 Young Jockey, tripping, came that way, 
= And play'd his pipe alang; 

Upon the bank he took his ſeat, 
J And fain a kiſs would ſteal; 
I roſe and quickly did retreat 
Let ken he loo's me weel, 
Dear Peggy, then the loon he cry'd, 
Do not my ſuit diſdain; 
Or treat, wi' ſcornſul airs and pride, 
An honeſt-hearted ſwain; 
l've ewes and lambs that graze the mead, 
1I0I truth I can appeal; 
They ſhall be your's, ſweet laſs, indeed, 
I you will loo me weel, 
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The ſhepherd look'd, and talk'd ſae neat, 
Guide faith he won my heart ; 

For pit-a-pat I felt it beat, 
To frown I had nae art. 

Mels John the happy knot has ty'd, 
Content is mine, I feel; 

There canna be a happier bride, 
Becauſe he loo's me weel. 


DI I WWW TY 
A NEW SONG. 4 


Sung at the ANACREONTI1IC SOCIETY, 


Tu NE (Tho Bacchus may boaſt.) 


ITH the charms of bright fancy let mirth 
now expand, | Et 
What pleaſure can equal the flow of the ſoul, 5 
When friendſhip, and humour, unite hand in hand, 
And Care is ſeen drowning in Bacchus's bowl, 
Let the vine with the olive then ſocially join, 
And peace-killing paſſion keep out of the way; 
Let myrtles, and roſes, and lilies entwine, be”: 
While we lift up the ſong to the fair and the gay, F 


Let Mars, with the laurel of victory crown'd, Et: 
Approach: but his fury and ſword leave behind, 
No quarrels with roſy-fac'd Humour are found, 
For faction and fighting we give to the wind. 
Let Venus, ſweet ſmiling, the banquet attend, 
Her charms, all inviting, before us diſplay; 
E'en Jove from Olympus himſelf may deſcend, 
And join in the ſong to the fair and the gay. 


Apollo 


11 


apollo may come with his harp, or his lute, 
Io lead in a concert ſo truly divine, 

FA ſolo may give on the fiddle or flute, 

For muſic muſt ſurely aſſiſt the deſign. 

Love, honour, and glory, and friendſhip combin'd 


43 ill make the night ſparkle as bright as the day, 


What a feaſt to the worthy and good-humour'd 
mind! 
While we lift up the ſong to the fair, and the gay. 
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= ITRAVERS'D JUDAH's BARREN SAND. 
: A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung by Mrs. BILLINGTON, 
Compoſed by W. Su1ELD. 
| 'L Travers'd Judah's barren ſand, 
1 At beauty's altar to adore; 


i oo But there the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Sion's daughters weep no moro. 


. 
* UF 
ps. 


1 
IF 
4 


In Greece the bold imperious mein, 
Ihe wanton look, the leering eye, 
Bade love's devotion not be ſeen, 
Where conſtancy is never nigh. 


From thence to Italy's fair ſhore 
I bent my never-cealing way, 
"4 . 
=X And to Loretto's temple bore 


_. 


= A mind devoted ſtill to pray. 
But 


BY 


But there, too, Superſtition's hand 
Had fickly'd ev'ry feature o'er 

And made me ſoon regain the land 
Where beauty fills the weſtern ſhors, 


Where Hymen, with celeſtial pow'r, 
Connubial tranſport doth adorn ; 

Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour 
That uſhers in each happy morn. 


Ye daughters of old Albion's Iſle, 
Where'er I go, where'er:;1 ſtray, 

Oh! charity's ſweet children, ſmile, 
To cheer a pilgrim on his way, 
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STERNE at the TOMB of MARI. 
Sung by Mis GEORGE, 


HE ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnowg, 
1 While morn unbar'd her gate; 

Wo Wak'd by his beams, Maria roſe 

| | To mourn her haplefs fate: 

| In piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe, 

| Which echo'd through the vale, 

| Soft as the riſing bluſh of morn, 

| Or zephyr's fragrant gale, 
| 

| 


All night her ſhrowd before her paſt, 
The owl 4 and raven too; 
At eve Maria breath'd her laſt, 


And prov'd theſe omens true; 
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Her ſpirit's now in heaven repos'd, 
Which here ſad virgils kept; 
Whoſe wounds on earth were never clos'd, 
Whole ſorrows never llept, 


et, ere I bid my laſt adieu, 
While in thy clay-cold bed, 
ccept the tear of friendſhip true, 
Which o'er thy grave I ſhed; 
Vhile life remains, thy hapleſs love 
| In memory e'er ſhall live; 
May'ſt thou in Heaven thoſe bleſſings prove, 
Which earth could never give.“ 
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A FAVOURITE. NEW SONG, 


4 


- 
* 
7 
— 
% 
: 
4 
13 
= 
6 
I 
b 
4 ry 
. 4 
5 * 
"= 
"8 K 
9 
a 
l * 
+» xx 
= 
7 
o 
= 
© 
=. 
= © 
= 
* 
= 
„. 
4" 
"TH . 
1% 
* 
15 
4 
* a0 
$1 
ö 3 
Fl 1 


= 
— 


TVN E- (IT yield, dear Laſſie, Sc.) 


33 
Sr 
OY 


PR OC 


—_ 


TT HAT Jane I love, I needs muſt own, 
BY Tho? ſhe keeps up a riot; 
Met love to folly ſtill is prone, 

And lets no one be quiet; 
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Her voice was like the lav'rock ſweet, 
Yet ſcorn ſhe's {till deviſmg; 

But yet I love her, I declare— 
It ſurely is ſurpriſing ! 


I cull'd a poſey lovely ſweet, - 
As nature is diſplaying; 

And ſoon I found the charming fair, 
Her lambkin round her playing ; 

I plac'd the chaplet on her head, 
As fancy was adviſing, * 

She frown'd, and yet I love her ſtill 
It ſurely is ſurpriſing! 


I've land and houſes of my own, 
Of flocks too I have plenty; 

Fortune to me her favour's ſhewn, 
In nothing has been ſcanty ; 

I'll tell her ſhe ſhall have them all, 
Unto her mind deſiring; , 

And if ſhe does rejett me then, — 
It ſurely will be ſurpriſing. 


NIN Yr ho rg en rare 4 
A LINNET's NEST. 
A FAVOURITE BALLAD. 


Compoſed and ſung by CHARLES DIEDIx. 


LETS 


Linnet's neſt with anxious care, 
Young Strephon one day found me; 
+ When inſtantly the plunder d pair, | 
With cries, came flutt'ring round me: 


And 
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And is it thus, cries I, unkind, 
You'd raiſe compaſſion in me ? 
Hence, cruel, hence unleſs you'd find 
Some better way to win me. 


Alas! if to give pain, cry'd he, 
My love for you has wrought me; 
I prattiſe but that cruelty - 
You have often taught me; 
If thus the linnet, and his mate; 
Can raiſe compaſſion in you, 
No more unkindneſs imitate, 
But let your Strephon win you. 


This ſaid—like lightning back he flew, 
The moſſy neſt reſtoring: 

The linnets kept their young in view, 
No more their loſs deploring; 

Mean-while this act, ſo ſweet, ſo kind, 
Had rais'd afſection in me; Ch 

And Strephon was well pleas'd to fin 
The certain way to win me, 


FF 
A NEW SONG, 


By J. RANN IE. 


ARIA, turn, and hear my ſtrain, 

I'll ſpeak of love no more; 
Tho? once thy heart I hop'd to gain 
The fond deluſion's ofer, 
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That heart, with cruel ſcorn denied, 
I ſtudied to obtain ; 

Yet fell the victim of your pride, 
And die by your diſdain, 


TF 
QUOZ. | 
A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 
Written and Sung by My, Epwix, 
At the Theatre-Royal Haymarket. : 


EY for buckiſh words, for phraſes we've a 
aſſion 
Immenſily great, and little once, were all the faſhion; 
Humm'd and then humbug' d, Twaddle tippy poz ; 
All have had their day— but now muſt yield to 


Quoz! 


Walk about the town, each time you turn your 
head, Sir, | 
Pop ſtaring in your phiz, is Q, U, O, and Z, Sir, 
Cried, madam Dip to deary, it's monſtrous ſcan- 
daloz, | | 
To write on people's ſhutters that ſhameful, naſty, 


Ouoz ! 


Once'it was the Barber, for ev'ry thing that's right, 
The Shaver knock'd the Barber quickly out of ſicht; 
Now we've got a new word, how invented 'twas, 
If you. aſk, III tell—, my anſwer, Sir, is Quoz ! 


The 
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The hobby-horſe, of late, we rode about with ſpeed, 
For drinking, wenching, gaming, 'twas the word, 
indeed ; | 
Then Macaroni, Bore, and Rage, never ſure the 
like was, 
Yet all that ſort of thing gave way to little cunning 
Quoz! 


Tipſy, dizzy, muzzy, ſucky, groggy, muddicd, 

Boſky, blind as Chloe; mops and brooms, and 
fuddled, 

Florid, torrid, horrid; ſtayboz, hayboz, layboz— 

Words with terminations not ſo good as, Quoz ! 


But, when Quozzy came, Tippy, Bore, and 
Twaddle, a 5 

Bucks of bluſt'ring fame, could not keep their 
ſaddle, | 

One attempts to rally—bully Qv1z it was: 

But by night, Sally dubs him little Quoz ! 


There's a jack to roaſt your meat, a jack to hould 
your liquor; 
Jack upon the green to amuſe the vicar: 
acks of various ſorts— Jack's a Quiz; becauſe 
Jack gives way to ill, and ſo does Quiz to Qovz ! 


Some may think it French, ſome may call it Latin 
Some give it this meaning, others will give that in; 
Mean it what it will, or ſenſe or non compos, 

The meaning, I ſhould think—the meaning muſt 


be—Quoz! 


D 2 Suppole 
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Suppole we ſlay it's drinking - ſuppoſe it means a 
dinner— | - 
Suppoſe a Methodiſt—ſuppoſe a wicked ſinner 
To finiſh my ſuppoſe—ſuppoſe I make a pauſe— 

I've hit it now—'tis Thank ye—and ſo, good peo- 


ple, Quoz! 


GC LEE. 


By FJ. V. CarcortT, M. B, 
In the BATTLE of HEXH AM. 


HEN Athur firſt in court began 
To wear long hanging ſlee ves, 
He entertain'd three ſerving men, 
And all of them were thieves. 


The firſt he was an Iriſhman, 
The next he was a Scot, 

The third he was a Welchman— 
And all were knaves I wor. 


The Iriſhman lov'd Uſquebaugh, 
The Scot lov'd ale, call'd Blue-cap 
The Welchman he lov'd toaſted cheeſe, 


And made his mouth like a moule-trap. A 
Uſquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, | 
The Scot was drown'd in ale; O 
The Welchman had like to have been choak'd M 


with a mouſe, 


But he pull'd her out by the tail, 
A 


A FAVOURITE SONG 
' Written on the Bax ES of @a RIVER. 


ENTLE ſtream, on thy banks let me penſive- 
ly rove, N | 
Ihy ſhade and thy murmurs are welcome to me; 
Thy ſound on the ſtill-ear of ev'ning I love, 
And mem'ry's deep ſorrows are deepen'd by thee, 


But why, gentle ſtream, flows this murmur of grief? 
Why, reſponſive to mine, ſeems thy deep-iwell- 
ing tone ? | 
Thou mourn ſt not, like me, from a pang paſt relief, 
Thou mourn ſt not, like me, for the Days that 
are gone ! | 


Still uſeful thy waves as they flow unconfin'd, 
See the ſeaſon's rich produce deriv'd {rom their 
courle ; f | 
While the ſtream of time leaves no produce be- 
hind, | 
But the /g of regret, and the pang of remorſe, 


Then mine, filly ſtream! ſhou'd theſe deep mur- 
mars be, | 
While thy glaſſy wave ſhould exalting flow on, 
At time, unimprov'd, thou repin'ſt not like me, 
Nor vainly regretteſt the Days that are gone. 


Oh! were thy clear ſtream of the power poſſeſs'd, 
By Poets beſtow'd on the Lethe of old, 

My lips ſhould, rejoicing, regain my loſt reſt, 
And the warm touch of Mem'ry ever lie cold. 
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Then to the future ſhould haſten unmov'd, 
As paſt uſeleſs hours would no longerbe known; 
Forgotten each folly my thoughtleſs youth lov'd, 
No more I ſhould weep o'er the Days that are gone. 


But vain is the thought as the ſhadow the form, 
So ſurely muſt Mem'ry paſt actions attend; 
Ah me! her fell influence wakes terror's fierce 
ſtorm, 35 


But ſee. to allay it, Repentance deſcend ! 


To cheer me, her daughter, Amendment, ſhe leads, 
Together they breathe the encouraging tone; 

But the breaſt of repentance ſtill tenderly bleeds, 
And heaves a deep ſigh forthe Days that are gone. 


And, as faithful affection at Midnight's {till hour, 


To the grave of a friend loves to haſten unſeen; 


Whilſt the thought, that no tears can loſt bleſ- 
ſings reſtore, 


Makes the pang of rememb'rance more painfully 
keen. 


So I, tho' amendment, with ſoul-ſoothing aid, 
May have baniſh'd the pangs, which long I have 


known, 


Will haſte, gentle ſtream, to thy banks and thy 
| ſhade, 15 


A requiem to breathe to the Days that are gone. 
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A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 


By J. RANN1E., 


H Laura! idol of my ſoul! 
Thy abſence wakes a thouſand fears; 
As, flow, the penſive moments roll, 
They all are number'd with my tears, 


The hours, while diſtant far you ſtray, 
I chide with unremitting ſighs; 

In grief, I waſte the cheerleſs day, 
And night my wonted reſt denies ! 


How ſwift the moments wing'd their flight, 
When we together rang'd the bow'rs ; 
Then, while each objett gave delight, 
Thy converſe charm'd the {miliag hours. 


Now, ſhould 1 ſeek the flow'ry plain, 
In nature's various beauties dreſt, 

Each object ſerves to nouriſh pain, 
And tells me that I once was bleſt. 


In fancy, only, doom'd to Tee 

; The charm my fondneſs early ſought; 
My every wiſh combin'd in the. 

7 Thou image of my every thought! 


Return, my drooping heart to cheer, 
In pity to my woes, return: 

My ſoul the gloom of Night muſt wear, 
Till, in thy ſmile, ſhe meet the morn! 


F'LL 
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PLL BE THE SQUIRE's BRIDE,' 


Sung by Miſs Leary, 


O ſooner enter'd in my teens, 
A gay unthinking laſs, 

Above all former rural ſcenes 

I priz'd my looking-glals ; 
There vanity my face diſplay'd, 

And lifted high my pride ; 
I thought, no doubt, my form was made 

To be ſome Squire's bride, 


Sometimes a ſelf-opinion's right, 
And goes no little way, — 
The Squire view'd me with delight, 
And crown'd me Queen of May. 
I ſmil'd, I bluſh'd, and hung my head, 
When firſt he join'd my fide, 
Yet, to myſelf. I foftly ſaid, 
Fl be the Squire's bride. 


From thence he woo'd me ſoon and late, 
At church and market too; 

But when he begg'd I'd be his mate, 
What could a virgin do! 

*T'was folly ſure to ſay him nay, 
He would not be deny'd, 

Then he ſix'd the wedding-day, 
And I'm the Squire's bride, 


MY 
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MY LITTLE FLUTT'RING HEART. 


Sung by Miſs PooLE, 


PR flights will Fancy bring, 

While of Celadon I ſing; 

Will ſhe teach to tell the grace, 

Will ſhe draw his manly face 

Will ſhe lend th' enliv'ning aid, 

By which his form might be pourtray'd, 

To paint the ſwain whoſe charms can move 
My little flutt'ring heart to love ? 


Will ſhe aid to tell his ſenſe, 

Or to ſpeak his eloquence; 

*Tis too great a female taſk, 

More then Pl of Fancy aſk; 

And his repartee, and wit, 

All her ſallies ne'er could hit: 

Such 1s the ſwain, whoſe pow'r can move 
My little flutt'ring heart to love? | 


$30054 $$$0050000000S$$ 06093 $$$$$ 
Taz SABLE CLAD CURTAIN's UNDRAWN 


Sung by Mr. IX LE DO. 


HE ſable clad curtain's undrawn, 
The lark ſweetly carrols on high; 
Quickly opens the eyes of the morn— 
See the ſun beams are gilding the ſky ; 
The huntſman he throws off the hounds, 
The horns wind a tedious delay, 
And the heart of each ſportſman, elated, rebounds, - 
Expecting the ſummons for—hatk, hark, away! 
Hark! 
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Hark! a burſt gives the ſignal for chace, 
Thro' woodlands we daſhing purſue; 
While the fox, fleet as wind, amends his pace, 
Till the huntſman proclaims him in view: 
Now his ſtrength and his cunning's amort, 
See the dogs ſeize, in triumph, their prey, 
While the death of the game gives freſh joy to 
the ſport, 
The echoes re-echo with—hark, hark, away ! 


Now for Liberty-Hall we repair, 
To repleniſh the joys of the field; 

Where good-humour combines with the Fair, 
And the wife ſmile obedience to yield, 

While the bottle and bowl do unite, 
To vie with the ſports of the day, 

Let bumpers goroundto the ſportſman's delight, 
And all join in the chorus of—hark, hark, 

away! | | 


$$500050500$655$55055000054 5553+ 
AN ADIEU ro rug ROCKS or LANNOW, 


Sung by Mr, HARRISOR. 


ROM thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, I fly ; 


From the rocks that are laſh'd by their tide; 


From the maid, whoſe cold boſom,relentleſs as they, 
Has wreck'd my warm hopes by her pride, 

Yet lonely, and rude as the ſcene, 

Her ſmile to that ſcene could impart | 

A charm, that might rival the bloom of the valez 
But away, thou fond dream of my heart! 


To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu ! 
Now 
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Like them, to its ſhades Lretire; 
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Now the blaſts of the winter's come on, 

And the waters grow dark as they riſe; 

Vet tis well they reſemble the ſullen diſdain 

That has lower'd thoſe heart- piercing eyes. 

Sincere were the ſighs it expreſs d, 

But they roſe in the days that are flown; 

Ah nymph! unrelenting and cold as thou art, 

My {pirit is proud as thy own, 8 
1o thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adien . 


Lo! the wings of the ſea-fowl are ſpread, 

To eſcape the rough ſtorm by their flight. 

And theſe caves will afford them a gloomy retreat, 
From the winds and the billows of night, 

Like them, to the home of my youth, 


Receive me, and ſhield my chill'd ſpirit, ye groves! 
From the ſtorms of inſulted deſire! 


To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu 
AAA i ith rindi bt AASA 
A NEW SONG. 
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S I ſat near my cot, which ſweet woodbines 
ſurround, | 
I ſung, and my wheel it went merrily round ; 
The frolickſome lambkins play'd over the plain, 
YetIwiſh 'd the appearance of Jockey, my ſwain. 
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For ſhe lights in our ſouls the moſt ſacred of fires, 
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Heigh hol! then I cried; alas! and aday, 

I wiſh that young Jockey was piping this way,— 

He is coming, I ſee,— I will trifle awhile, 

For I can frown ſometimes, — and {ſometimes can 
ſmile. 


He came and he brought me a poſey ſo gay, 


My Phillis, he ſaid, — but I then turn'd away; 

He turn'd when I turn'd, but I then turn'd again, 

De ter min'd to teaze not a little my ſwain. 

Then he certainly begg'd I'd his paſſion approve, 

Pſhaw! nonſenſe, ſaid I—I have vow'd ne'er to 
love; 

Then he knelt, and he pray d, — yet I trifled awhile 


For I can frown ſometimes, — and ſometimes can 


{mile, 


Dear heart how it tickl'd my fancy to find 

That Jockey he griev'd that I ſeem'd ſo unkind; 

O Phillis, ſaid he, and O Jockey, ſaid I, 

I lang'd—while the youth was juſt ready to cry. 

Jock, what do you ſob for? O Phillis, he ſaid, 
thought you was always ti ue hearted to me, 

When I found him ſo faithful— I could not beguile, 

So I laid by my frowns,—and 1 gave him a ſmile. 


Tur UNION or BACCHUS vn VENUS. 


Sung by Mr. DaRLEx. 


M a vot'ry of Bacchus, his Godſhip adore, 
And love at his ſhrine gay libations to pour; 
And Venus, bleſt Venus, my boſom inſpires, 


Yet 


But 
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Yet to neither I ſwear ſole allegiance to hold, 
My bottle and lafs I by turns mult unfold; 

For the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, 
Is of Bacchus, gay God, and the Goddels of Love, 


When fill'd to the fair the briik xt 97 8 I hold, 

Can the miſer ſurvey with fuch pleaſure his gold? 

The ambroſia of Gods no {uch reliſh can boaſt, 

If good port fill your glaſs, and fair Kitty's the 

toaſt; 

And the charms of your girl more angelic will be, 
; If her 1opha's encircled with wreaths from his tree; 

For the {weeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, 


Is of Bacchus, gay God, and the Goddeſs of Love. 


All partial diſtinctions I hate from my foul, 
O] give me my fair one, and give me my bowl! 
Bliſs reflected from either, will ſend to my heart 
ten thouſand ſweet joys which they can't have 
apart, 
Go ws, it, ye ſmiling and gay-looking throng ! 
And your hearts ſhall in uniſon beat to my fong, 
That the ſweeteſt of unions thatmortals can prove, 
I; of Bacchus, gay God, andthe Gaddels of Love, 


Aro re in retro tA DS aro Ro 
TAM CLEN. 


A FAVOURITE SCOTCH SONG. 


JL heartis a-breaking, dear Tittie, 
Some counſel unto me come len; 
To anger them a' is a pity, 

But what will I do wi' Tam Glen ? 
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I'm thinkin', wi' fic a braw fallow, 
In poortith I might mak a fen'; 
What care I in riches to wallow, 
If I manna marry Tam Glen? 


There's Lowrie, the Laird o' Dumiller— 
Gude day to you, brute—he comes ben ; 
He brags, and he blaws, o' his filler, 

But when will he dance like Tam Glen ? 


My minnie does conſtantly deave_me, 
And bids me beware o' young men; 
They flatter, ſhe ſays, to decerve me 
But wha can think ſae o' Tam Glen? 


My daddie ſays, gin I'll forſake him, 
He'll gie me gude hundred marks ten; 
But if it is ordeen'd I maun tauk him, 


O, wha will I get but Tam Glen ? 


Yeſtreen, at the Valentines' dealin', 
My heart to my mou' gied a ſten'; 
For thrice I drew ane without failin', 
And thrice it was written, Tam Glen!“ 


The laſt Halloween I was waukin, 
My droukit ſark-ſleeve, as ye ken; 
His likeneſs cam up the houſe ſtaukin'; 


And the very grey brecks o' Tam Glen. 


Your counſel, dear tittie, dinna tarry,) 
I'll gie you my bony black hen, 
Gif ve will adviſe me to mar 


The lad I loe dearly—Tam Glen! 
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Tuz EFFUSIONS or LOYALTY, 
Performed the 19th of May at 
VAUXHALL GARDENS, 


Written by M. P. Anprews, EI. 
Compoſed by Mr. Hook, 
Song Mr. DARLEY. 


8 the glad revolying year, 

Deck'd with ſmiles, invites you here, 
Honour'd friends who round us throng, 
Deign to greet our royal ſong. 


Mr. IxcLED@N. 


Oft beneath this happy grove, 
You've heard me ſing the tale of love, 
Oft have choſe to cheer the night, 
Pict'ring ſcenes of feign'd delight. 
Never could the muſe, 'till now, 
Such unbounded bliſs beſtow; 
Fiction we no more employ, 
Rapture ſprings from real joy. 


Song and Chorus = DARLEY, then others. 


For the nation's ſcepter'd lord, 
For our monarch's health reſtor'd, 
Grateſul ardor ſwell each voice 
Britons, one and all rejoice! 
All with zeal united, fling, 
_ Bleſs the parent!—ſave the king! 
E God fave the Ring 
; E 2 Air. 
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To weep for the woes of the throne, 
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Air Miſs LEARY» 
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The fair wedded dame, who for many fond years 


Has ſhar'd the ſoft joys that affection endears! 
Behold the lov'd conſort reſtor'd to new life, 


And feels, with the mother, the queenandthe wife. 


Song - Mr. DARLEY, 


The hardy tar, 
Whom peace and war 
Nor ſmile nor tear could bring: 
Turning his quid, 
With moiſtend' lid, 
Bewails his ſuff' ring king! 
Freed from his pains, 
The bowl he drains, 
And in the heart's beſt glee, 
Turning his Sue, 
Cries, Would not you, 
© Thus quaff, mygirl, for me?” 


Chorus repeated, changing the words as under 


Live the huſband, live the king! 
| Long live the king! 


Song—by Miſs POOLE, 


Fach laſs on the green, 

In the bloom of ſixteen, 
When love ſeems the monarch alone; 

Rejects the fond kiſs, 

And ſuſpends ev'ry bliſs, 


When 
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When health with new charms 
Stills the royal alarms, | 
The inſtant their joys are made known, 
Their domeſtic content, 
Such exemples preſent, 
That ſhe wiſtfully looks t'wards her own. 


Song—Mr. INCLEDON. 


See, the veteran heir to glory 
Poor in purſe, tho' rich in fears, 

Counting many a diſmal ſtory— 
Stopp'd amidſt his round of wars 


When he hears his king's diſaſter, 
Vaniſh wounds and cares for pelf; 

The tear that trickles for his maſter, 
Checks what ſtarted for himſelf. 


Soon as he finds him reinſtated, 

Tho' halt, and doom'd thro' life to beg, 
Still with his Sov'reign weal elated, 

He hails him on his ſingle leg, 


Song—Mrs, MARTYR, 


Now then, let's be joyous, 

Nought but mirth employ us, 

Every rank and every ſtation, 

Join in general gratulation! 
Lads and laſſes 
Chink your glaſſes, NY 


| L541. 
Let the cheerful toaſt go round; 


Care, away — 
All be gay--- 
Give this night 
To ſweet delight, 
Not one aching heart be found. 


Damon ſhall his tale renew, 

Chloe will be kinder too; 

Rigour ſhall relax his brow, 

Friendſhip with freſh ardor glow ; 

All whoſe friends now near them ſtand, 
Take and ſhake them by the hand; 
So, ſhall every fair approve, 
And loyalty ſhall lead to love, 
Chorus repeated. 


. ᷣͤ AP NAT AT IP 
A WHITE ROSE. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
By J. RANNIE. 


EEK bud of beauty, leave the bow'r, 
Nor longer there thy fragrance blend : 
To Laura go, thou lweeter flow r 
Than e'er the blood of Beauty ſtain'd*! - 


Yet boaſt not vainly, when careſs'd, 
Thy colour pure, thy fragrance fine; 
Her boſom is more {wecily chaſte, 
Her breath, —an odour more divine! 
The 
* Venus, when flying in purſuit of Adonis, run the thorn of 


a Roſe-tree into her foot ; by which accident, its lower was chang- 
cd ſrom the ori ginal colour to a moſt beautiful red. 


PE! 
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The following Alus are ſung in the new Muſical 
Entertainment, called 


PERSEVERANCE; or, THIRD TIME the BEST. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sung by Mr, BlanCHand. 


HIS, this is the liquor of liſe, 

I vow tis the beſt of all cures, 
For paſſion, or ſickneſs, or ſtrife; | 
So here is your health, Sir—and your's. 


Who leave ſuch good liquor behind, 
Are ſurely a parcel of boors; 
But I am more gaily inclin'd; 
So here is your health, Sir---and yours. 


Such fellows, by all that is bad, 
Deſerve to be turn'd out of doors; 
But I am an honeſter lad, 


So here is your health, Sir---and yours. 


4$$0$4+$4$05503000043544+ 
A FAVOURITE AIR, 


Sung by Mrs, MouxTAIN, in the fame, 


Oh! ne'er, for all the glittering gold 
Ofever fam'd Peru, 
Shall poor Eliza's hand be ſold 

Jo lovye that is not true. 


* 
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The ſplendor of a purpled throne 
Can yield no peace of mind; 
ouch balmy happinels alone 
In mutual love we find, 


Ifdgfngs ones fgets gt figs 
EDWIN's MEDLEY, 
WITTEN and SuxG by IX, 


At the Theatre Royal, Covent Gardep, and the 
Hay-market., | 


OVE in his chair, 
Of the ſky Lord May'r 
With nods 
Men and gods, 
Keeps in awe; 
And they ſing Fal de ral tit---tit fal de ra---tit fal 
de rae, | 


And they ſing--non nobis, domine, and fal lal di 
id de 1d ide bow wow wow. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches for 


Amo amas 

I love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and flender, 
Sweet CoWilip's grace—is— 


Her button's a farthing a pair--come my brave boys 
Will you buy any buttons a farthing a pair will 
you buy, 


A long 


VS 
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A long tail pig, or a ſhort tail pig, or a pig, with- 
out e'er a tail, | 


A ſow pig, or a boar pig, or a pig 


That kiſs'd and prattl'd with fifty fair maids, 
And chang'd them as oft, d'ye lee, 
That kiſs'd and that prattl'd -W ith 


All the girls in our town, 
The black, the fair, the red, the brown, 


That dance and pranceit up and down, 
There's none like, 


Bet Bloſſom went there and ſoon met with a friend 
| — folks lay. 


If love's a ſweet paſſion, why ſhould it torment 


For my name is bang F oh! 
Mary I will marry, o 
_ In ſpite of Nell, 
Or Iſabel, 
I'll follow my own Vagarys oh! | 
With my Rigdum, Jigdum, airy oh! love— 


Two bunches a penny, primroſes, two bunches a 
penny. | 


Ye ſcamps, ye pads, ye divers, 
And all upon the lay, 


In Tothill-Field's gay ſheep walk. 


As Celia was learning on her ſpinet to play, 


* 


She 


— 
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She kept me qu ite under her thumb, 
Toſs'd my hat and wig about, 


If I ſaid ought but mum; 
Twirl'd me like a 18 about, 


Making my body a drum, 


Tre valley beating a jig about; 


I was oblig'd to go glum, 
Like an old grunting pig about, 
Making my body a drum, oh! 


Can't you ſee by my hunch, Sir faddledy, daddle- 
dy, dino, 

Jam maſter punch, Sir ribbery, bibbery, bino, 

Faddledy, daddledy, fiddledy, diddledy, robbery, 
bobbery; oF 

Ribbery, bibbery, faddledy, daddledy, dino, ribbe- 
ry, bibbery— 

Turn about, turn about, that's right, depend on't, 


Hands acroſs and back again, and now there's an 
end ont. 


ee eee eee 
| SONG ro DELIA. 
By PETER PIN DAR, £fq. 
ORLORN, I ſeek the filent ſcene, 
To keep the image of my fair : 


Pale o'er the fountain's brink I lean, 
And view the ſpectre of deſpair, 
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Why ſhould my heart forgot its woe ? 

The virgin wonld have mourn'd for me— 
O nymph, th” eternal tear ſhall flow; 

The ſigh unceaſing breathe of thee, 


—_—— 2 


F orgetful of his parted maid, 
Too many an unfeeling ſwain 
Forſakes of ſolitude the ſhade, 


For pleaſure's gay and wanton train. 


— 
P 
-— > 7 Res act 


— 
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Vet of conſtancy they boaſt!— 
Their eaſy hearts their tongues belie 
Who loves, reveres the fair one's ghoſt, 
And ſeeks a pleaſure in a ſigh. 
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A. LAPLAND SONG. 
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HE ſnows are diſſolving on Torno's rude fide, 


And the ice of Ludhea flows down the dark 
tide; 

Thy dark ſtream, O Ludhea! flows freely away, 

, Andthe ſnow-drop unfolds her pale beauties to-day, 


Far off the keen terrors of winter retire, 

And oa North's dancing ſtreamers relinquiſh their 
re; 

The ſun's genial beams ſwell the bud on the tree, 

And Emma chaunts forth her wild warblings with 

thee, 


The rein-deer, unharneſs'd, in freedom ſhall play, 
And ſafely o'er Odon's ſteep precipice ſtray ; 
The wolf to the foreſt's receſſes ſhall fly, 

hy And howl to the moon as ſhe glides thro? the ſky, 


Then 
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Then haſte, my fair Luah, oh haſte to the grove, 
And paſs the ſweet ſeaſon in rapture and love; 

In youth let our boſoms in ccſtaly glow, 

For the winter of life not a tranſport can know, 
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A NEW SONG. 


HY limpid waves,thou ſweetly murm'rin grill, 

In dimpling mazes thro? the meadows roll, 
Ne'er may the blaſts of ſtormy winter chill, 
Nor icy chains thy warbling tide control. 


Once too, like thee—but ah?! *tis vaniſh'd quite, 

Like the deluſive fabric of a dream — 

Once too my days thro? ſcenes of green delight, 
In fond meanders flow'd a purling itream, 


O'er painted pebbles and o'er golden ſand, 
With gladſome murmur palſs'd my ſunny days, 
Whilſt, join'd with jocund loves, the graces bland, 

With blithſome footſteps bleſs'd the myrtl'd 


maze, 


Now, fad reverſe! I glide no playful rill, 


But thro' bleak waſtes plod on my tireſome way; 


My. dreary banks nor ſheep nor oxen fill, 
Nor oſiers wanton on the ſummer's day. 


Pernicious avarice, worſt fiend of hell, 

Has ſtrip'd my beauties and my mœads inclos'd; 
My cruel fate my once kind ſhepherds tell, 

And with ſad tears the mournful ſtory's clos'd, 


A FA- 
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A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch in the new Opera of the 
* HAUNTED TOIVER. 


HO' pity I cannot deny, 
Ah! what will that avail you? 

Alas! I dare not hope ſupply; 

For hope too ſure wou'd fail you. 
Think when the flatterer ſhall decieve, 

In vain you will repent you; 
Yet ſhould you hope, without my leave, 

*'Tis true I can't prevent you. 


My hand dirc&ed to beſtow, 
In England here I'm landed ; 

And daughters always att, you know, 
Juſt as they are commanded, 

Then let not flattering hope decieve, 
Or elſe you will repent you ; 

Yet hou'd you hope, without my leave, 
*Tis true I can't prevent you. 


— 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, Jun. in the ſame. 
Na all in preparation, 
For the nuptial celebration, 


Each maiden on th' occaſion, 
Feels her heart in palpitation ; 


Now 


1 


Now a bluſh and now a ſigh, 
Trembling too, ſhe knows not why, 
While every lad with expectation, 
Finds his heart beat high. 
With tilters fencing, wreſtlers boaſting, 
Bonfires blazing, oxen roaſting ; | 
While ſwords and ſhields are claſhing, 
Archers aiming, cudgels thraſhing, 
The ale to none denying, 
Flaggons far and wide ſupplying, 
And all the vaſſals flock around, 
What pleaſures now abound | 
Now all in preparation, | 
For the nuptial celebration, &c. 


AA AA A An rc At net 
A FAVOURITE AIR. 


Sung by Signora STORACE, in the fame. 


HITHER, my love! ah! whither art thou 
gone! : 
Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn; 
Say by thy heart can falſehood c'er be known? 
Ah! no, no, I judge it by my own. 
'The heart he gave with ſo much care, 
Which treaſur'd in my breaſt I wear; 
Still for its maſter beats alone, 


I'm ſure the ſelſiſh thing's his own, 


A NEW 


1 9 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung by Mr. ReLtv, in the New Opera of the 
ISLAND of Sr. MARGUERITE. 


ROM dreary dreams I wake to woe; 
And all around, 
Where er I turn my anguiſh'd car, 
Where'er mine anguiſh d eye balls roll, 
In all their varied ſhapes of fear, 
The viſion'd horrors haunt my ſoul! 


But ah ! methought a-croſs the gloom, 
A lovely ray 
Of light angelic ſeem'd to play ; 
*Twas Carline's form that bleſs'd my fight, 
And bade a cheering beam of Hope, 
A cheering beam of Hope, my darting breaſt 
illume. 


O! wretched, wretched doom! 
Is this my regal Chair ? 
This dungeon ail the wide domain 
O'er which I hop'd one day to reign ? 
Yet Hope, ſweet Hope, the wretch's friend, 
Delights to cheer the priſon gloom, 
And here, c'en here, forbids deſpair, 
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A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sing by Mr, KEIIY, in the New Opera of die 


HAUNTED TOWER, 


ROM hope's fond dream, tho” reaſon wake, 
In vain ſhe points with warning hand ; 

1 dread advice I cannot take, 

Love's powerful ſpells my ſteps command, 
The bird thus faſcination binds — 

When darting from the ſerpent's eyes, 
The fatal charm too late he finds, | 

He ſtruggles, and admiring dies, 


A ea er eee de. Ne. N e 


A FAVOURITE AIR, 
Sung by Sig. STORACE, in the ſame. 


E mine, tender Paſſion, ſoother of care, 

Life's choiceſt bleſſing, ſhield from deſpair, 
Do not decieve me, ah! never leave me, 

Still may my boſom thy power declare, 

In vain thy influence fools may revile, 

Conſtancy ever gains thy ſmile, 

And of their deſtiny can thoſe complain, 

Whoſe falſchood dares thy laws prophane? 


Reſolv'd 
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Reſolv'd, I brave all danger, to every fear a ſtranger, 
Thy ſweet rewards, oh, love to gain! 
Then let me combat not in vain; 
But in my triumph ſhare 


Thy ſmiles, for which I bravely dare, 
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A FAVOURITE AIR, 


Sung by Mr, Sr DGWIex, in the ſame. 


„ E' ER true valour can its power diſplay, 
There meek-ey'd Pity, anxious ſtill to 
bleſs, | 


With — honour holds divided ſway, 
And, from avenging anger, ſhields diſtreſs, 


Ne'er ſhall the Sword of Honour dare invade 
The ſpell-bound ſpot, where pity drops a tear; 

For where misfortune caſts her ſacred ſhade, 
There deepeſt injury muſt diſappear, 
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A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sung by Mr. BANNISTE R jun. | 
In the ISLAND of ST, MARGUIRITE.. 


H dear! Oh dear! no hopes for Jonas, 
Alas! though in vain, poor Jonas, 
Nannette's hard heart doth Jonas hate, 
Ah! thank thyſelf for thy fate ; 
Ah! curſe on thy logger pate, 
F 3 
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Was ever ſuch a wretched dangler! 

Thou need'ſt the patience of an angler, 
With rod and line, to wait, and wait; 
Ah! Nannette, never will be thy mate— 
No, ſhe's too cunning, to bite at thy baite, 


Iv'e learnt to ſpear or tickle a trout ; 
But, alas! in love I'm but a lout, 
An oyſter, croſs'd in love, may be; 
Ah! *tis all in vain, I ſee; 
Ah! Nannette is not for me. 
Cou'd I but catch her in my net, 

I'd teach the haughty Miſs Nannette 
No more to call me- thou Booby; 
Ah! Jonas, Jonas, ſhe laughs at thee, 
*Cauſe Jonas can't ſay his A B C. 
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A FAVOURITE AIR. 
Sung by Mr. BANN1STER, jun 


In the ISLAND of ST. MARGUERITE. 


HAT a ſkin, not a wrinkle, 
Oh how her eyes twinkle, 
Ods fiſh, I believe ſhe's as pretty as Nan; 
Oh! did you but view her, 
(1 wiſh that you knew her) 
You'd cry—how I pity the poor fiſherman, 


Her eyes darted thro” me; 
This Nun will undo me; 
Yet how can I ever forget my Nannette ? 
No! nor the Nun neither; 
So e'en give me either, 
Ah! Jonas, tis all fiſn that comes to the net. 


A FA- 
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A FAVOURITE TRIO. 
Sung by Mr. SzDcwick, Mr. KELLy, 
and Mrs, Cxovcu, 


In the ISLAND of ST. MARGUERITE. 


MR. KELLy. 


ORN from thee, Carline, muſt theſe eyes 
So ſoon reſign the glorious prize? 
For me no joys, but in thy ſight ! 
Then welcome death, eternal night! 


MRS. C Roch. 


AH! muſt I loſe thee thus, my ſoul ! 
Oh, cruel fate! juſt Heaven controul 
The tyrant's rage—oh, yet give ear; 
In mercy hear a wrech's prayer! 


MR. SEDGCWICK. 


NO more; prepare to meet thy doom, 
There, in that dungeon's deepeſt gloom, 
Thou never more ſhalt ſee the day, 
Haſte, haſte, begonem=away, away. 
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A FAVOURITE SONG, 
Sung by Mr. SEDGWICE, 
In the ISLAND of Sr. MARGUERITE, 
EIGHBOURS,friends, with: boſoms glowing 
Ever panting to be tree, | 


Generous hearts, with zeal o'erflowing,. 
Crown this day with liberty, 


CHORUS, 
er” op the Chorus, lads rejoice, 


he day is all our own ; 
Hark ! to the call *tis Freedom's voice 
And liberty we'll crown, 


Thus ſhall we be great and glorious, 
Tyranny and torture, ceaſe ; 
Thus ſhall juſtice be victorious, 


Freedom, harmony, and peace, 


Then join, &c. 
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A FAVOURITE TRIO, 


Sung by Mrs, Croucn, M ROMANZ INI, 
and Mr, KELLY, 


In the ISLAND of ST. MARCUERITE. 


Mus. Crovcn, 


4 at length, the ſtorm blown over, 
Sun beams bright, and calms ſucceed; 
Thus thro' dreary wilds each rover 


Finds at laſt the flow ' ry mead. 
: Miss 
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Miss RouANz INT, 


Thus, joys with held increaſe the fire, 
Torments often pleaſures breed; 

Each mortal ill, each fierce deſire, 
Of its own cure contains the ſeed. 

MR. KELLY. 

Thus may each faithful, conſtant lover 
From his cruel fate be freed; 

Thus, when oppreſs'd, may he diſcover, 
His true love—his friend in need. 
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A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung by Miſs ROMAN Z INI, at the Theatre Royal 
Drury-lane, in the Ifland of St. Marguerite. 


HERE ftood poor Jonas at the window, 
| 4- All in tears, —crying—ſighing—Oh, 
Says I, who's that below ? 
What do you want good fiſherman? 
Dear Mrs, Nannette indeed, it is no fin, 
Open the window, love, and let poor Jonas in, 
No, maſter Jonas—no— 
No, maſter Jonags—no— 
No fiſherman, 
Well, quoth Jonas, then I vow, 
Marching off in a huff, with a pouting Oh, 
Then 'tis time to make my bow— | 
The ſooner the better, good fiſher man, 
Yet, Mrs. Nannette, one word ere vou leave me; 
Won't you ſtop well, to-morrow, I hope, you'll 
recieve me! | 
No, maſter Jonas—no— 
No, maſter Jonas - no 
No fiſnerman. AIR 
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AIR. By Miſs Romanzini, in the 


HaunTtD TowER. 


ATURE, to women {till ſo kind, 
N Among her belt boons beſtowing; 
What every female fure muſt find, 
A wondrous deſire to be knowing, 
Man, the proud and envious elf, 
So jealous of our diſcerning; 
Deſcries in us, what he prides in himſelf, 
The wiſh, for whatever's worth learning, 
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HUNTING SONG, 


Sung by Mr. Dio Nux. 


ARK! the ſweet horn proclaims afar, 
Againſt the ſtag the mimic war; 
While future heroes hearts rebound, 
And pant to hear the trumpet ſound. 
The warlike genius of our iſle, 
Who on the hunter deigns to ſmile, 
In echoes gives the chace applauſe, 
Which ſtrings the nerve for glory's cauſe; 
Where'er the devious chace may bend, 
Still freedom ſhall our ſteps attend; 
And bids us, as her der ker riſe, 
Defend the bleſſings which we prize. 


DUET 


Ed 


Ed, 


Edu. 


JET 
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DUET. Signora STORACE, and Mr. BANnxisSTER, 


Adela, W ILL great lords and ladies, 
Dreſt up on gay days, 
Come to viſit you and I ? 


Edw. All ſmiling, bowing, 
Great friendſhip vowing, 


While we hold our heads 10 high. 


Adela. But ſhou'd the ſine gentry ſmoke us, 
Lud! how they'll joke us; 
How- they'll laugh at filly me. 


Edu. P ſhaw, we ſhall be ever 
Reckon'd vaſtly clever, 
While our pocket's full, d'ye ſee, 


Adela. Then every day, 

Edw. New joy ſhall bring; 
Adela. And ever gay, 
Edu. We'll dance and ſing. 


Both. Fall lall de rall, 
How merry ſhall we be. 


Adela, Of great fortune vaunting, 
Low peop'e taunting, 


Dignity we muſt ſupport, 
Edu. *Mong high barons bouncing, 


Fine ladies flouncing, 
We may chance to go to court. 


Adela: 
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Adela. Well, fegs, J care not, 


Court, tho' we ſhare not, 
If at home we happy be. 


Edw, Soon I may be bold 
To hope that I ſhall hold 


A little baron on my knee. 


Adela. Then every day 

Edi. New joy ſhall bring. 
Adela. And ever gay 

Edw. We'll dance and ſing. 


Both Fall lall de rall, 
How merry we ſhall be. 


A CATCH. 


By Mr. W1tt1anus, Mr, Su ET, and Mr, Dicxun, 


9 now we're met, 
A jolly ſet, 


A fig for ſack or ſherry; 


Our ale we'll drink 
And our canns we'll clink, 
And weill be wondrous merry. 

Merry, my hearts merry, my boys, 
We'll ſing with a hey down derry, 
The baron himſelf knows no ſuch joys, 

We are ſo wondrous merry. 


AIR 


E 


AIR. Mr. SEDGwiICK. 


V native land I bade adieu, 

And calmly friendſhip's joys reſign'd; 
But ah! how keen my ſorrows grew, 

When my love I left behind, 
Yet ſhould her truth feel no decay, 

Should abſence prove my charmer kind, 
Then ſhall I not lament the day, 

When my love 1 left behind. 
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AIR, Mrs, Ckovucn, 


1 AD parent of deſpair, 


Thou tyrant of my mind, 
Who ling'ring ſeem'ſt to ſpare, 
To point the worſt behin 
At once complete my woe, 
Diſplay thy ills in ſtore, 
Ah! quickly ſtrike the blow, 
Tis all that I implore. 


$0303 $$#90IS7I0 IS STEELS IEG $$ 4+ 


KI. Signora Srokack. 


OVE from the heart, all its danger concealing, 
IL Reaſon, they ſay, the fond ſpoilcan remove; 
But bliſs kindly ſtealing, | 

Still the deluſion ſo {weet may I prove, 
For ſhould you betray me, your falſehood per- 
ceiving, 
Too well do J love you, the peril to ſhun ; 
So if you muſt cheat me, {till further deceiving ; 
Ohl. blinded by hope, to the laſt leads me on. 
G AIR 
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AIR. MVV RoMANZIN1, 


ROM high birth and all its fetters, 
My kind ſtars my lot remove, 
I ſhall envy not my betters, 
Give me but the youth I love. 

Love's the riches of the poor, 
A prize that wealth can ne'er procure; 
My rich miſtreſs fain would be 
Juſt as poor as Cicely. 

From high birth, &c. 


A FAVOURITE AIR, 


Sung by Mrs, GooDHALL, in the Battle of He x tan, 
At the Theatre Royal, Haymarket. 


HE mincing ſtep, the woman's air 
The tender ſigh and ſoftened note, 
Poor Adeline mult now forſwear, 
Nor think upon the petticoat. 


Since love has led me to the field, 
The ſoldier's phraſe I'll learn by rote; 
I'll talk of drums, of ſword and ſhield, 
And quite forget my petticoat. 


When loud the cannon's roar I hear, 
And trumpets bray with brazen throat, 

With bluſt'ring then I'll hide my fear, 
Leſt I betray my, petticoat. 


But 


nn 


E 


But ah! how flight by terrors paſt, 
If he, on whom I fondly doat, 

Is to my arms reſtored at laſt ! 
Then give me back my petticoat, 


AA Re i A i AA AA A 4, 
A NEW COMIC SONG. 


Sung by Mr, Eowin in the ſame. 


FHAT'S a valiant hero? 3 

Beat the drum, i 

He'll come—Row de dow, &c. 
Nothing does he fear, O! 
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Riſks his life, 

While the fife, 
Twittle, twittle, twero, 
Row de dow, de dow, 
Twittle, twittle, twero, 


Havock ſplit his car O! 
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Groans abound, 

Trumpets ſound; 
Ran tan, tan ta tero, 
Twittle, twittle, twero, 
Then the ſcars he'll bear O! 


Muſquets roar, 
Small ſhot pour: 
Rat a tat, too, tero, 
Pop, pop, pop, 
Twittle, twittle, twero, 


What brings up the rear O! 
G 2 
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In comes death, 
Stops his breath, 
Good-b'ye valiant hero; 
Twittle, twittle, Rat a tat: 
Pop, pop, pop; Row, de dow, &c. &c. 


A FAVOURITE AIR, 


Sung by Mr. Evwin in the ſame. 
N an old quiet pariſh, on a brown, healthy old 


| moor, | 
Stands my maſter's old gate, whoſe old threſhold 

is WOre 
Withmanyan old friend, whofor liquor would roar, 
And Iuncork'd the old ſherry—that I taſted before. 
But it was in moderation, &c. 


There I had an old quiet pantry, of the ſervants 
was the head, | 
And kept the key of the old cellar, and old plate, 
| and chipp'd the brown bread; | 
If an odd old barrel was miſſing, it was eaſily ſaid, 
That the very old beer was one morning found dead, 
But this was in moderation, Ec, 


But we hada good old cuſtom when the week 
did begin, 


To ſhew, by my accounts, I had not waſted a pin; 


For my Lord, though he was bountiful, thought 
waſte was a fin, | 

And never wou'd lay out much, but when my 

lady lay-in. X 


But ſtill it was in moderation, Ec. 
| Good 


E 


Good ack! good lack! how once Dame Fortune 
did frown! 


1 left my old quiet pantry to trudge from town to 
town; 


Worn quite of my legs in ſearch off thumps, bobs, 


and cracks on the crown ; 


I'was fairly knock'd up, and very near foully 
knock'd down, 


Alteration ! Oh! it was a wonderful alteration! 
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AIR, Sung by Mr. BANNIST ER, in the ſame, 


T HEN we ſtout free-booters prowl, 

Striking terror and diſmay 

In the poor benighted ſoul, 

Wandring from his weary way; | 
*Tis when night her mantle throws 9 
O'er the foremoſt dark and deep, | | 7 
When the harraſs'd mind its woes Wh | 
Lulls in ſoft and balmy ſleep. * 
If our plunder prove but n! obs | 
To our cavern under ground, "mY 
We fteal in ſilence thro' the wood, 5M 
And in wine, remorſe is drown'd. TY 
Thus we ſtout free-booters, &c. 
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Poiſe the ſword and ſtretch the bow, 1 
We are ſpirits tall and true; HA 
We a life of hardſhip know 13 
Gentle peace, we're not for you, 


AY 
Stand's the word we ne'er have fled | 5 4 
Never ſhall while we have breath; "Wi 
Cleave the coward comrade's head [ \ 0 
Who trembles at 7 name of death; 1 , 
3 1 


l 


Why ſhould mortals fear to fall? 
WI Vy from riſque and danger fly, 


When we know the end of all, p 8 

In peace, or peril, is to die? H 
Then let ſtout free- booters, &c. 

M 
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A FAVOURITE AIR. 


Sung by Mr. Moss, in the ſame. 


V tight fellow ſoldiers, rogers for your foes 
Fight away for the cauſe of the jollyred roſe; 
Never flinch while you live, ſhould you meet with - 
your death, | 
There's no fear that you'll run, you'll be quite 
out of breath; | 


Then be true to your colours the Lancaſters choſe, 


And the laurel entwine with the jolly red roſe. 
1 hen be true, &c. | 2 


He who follows for honour the drum and the fife, Te 
May perhaps have the luck to get honor for life; 
And he who for money makes fighting his trade, 
Let him nowface the foe, he'll be handſomely paid, 


Then be true, &c. At 
The fight fairly done, my brave boys of the blade, Ar 
How we'll talk o'er our cups of the havock we've 


made! 
How we'll talk, if we once kill a Captain or two, 
Of a hundred more fellows that nobody knew! 
Then my tight fellow ſoldiers prepare for your foes, 
And the laurel entwine with the jolly red roſe. 
Gran 


C9941 
Grand Chorus of ſoldiers.— DR. AR NOT D. 
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Strike the God of conqueſt ſheds 
His choiceſt laurels on our heads: 


_— — 


Mars with fury-darting eye, | 

Smooths his brow and ſtalks before us, | BY 

Leading our triumphant chorus 4 
Hand in hand with victory: 

And hark! the thundring drum and fife's ſhrill 


tone, 


With brazen trumpet's clang, proclaim the day 
Our Own, 


the eue, eres 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sung by Mr. PALMER, in the ſame. 


O arms, to arms! when captains cry, 
With. a heigho ! the trumpets blow— 
Tolegs, tolegs, brave boys lay 1, 
Heigho ! 
I needs muſt go. 


Arrows ſwift begin to fly, 
Witha heigho! twang goes the bow— 
And ſoldiers tumble down and die; 
Heigho! 
I'll not do ſo, 


Whizzing 


1 


Whizzing by comes balls of lead, 
With a heigho! thump they go— 
Tall men grow ſhorter by the head; 
Heigho ! 
Pd rather grow. 


In time of trouble I'm away, 
| With a heigho!—ill winds blow, 
But always ready at pay-day. 
_ Heigho! 
Great folks. do ſo, 
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SONG and CHORUS of Villagers, in the ſame. 


Firſt Villager— Miſs GzorGE, 


RIFTED ſnow no more is ſeen, 
Bluſt'ring winter paſſes by; 
Merry ſpring comes, clad in green, 
While woodlarks pour their melody; 
T hear ham !—hark / 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


Second Villager.— Mrs, III. 

When the golden ſun appears 

On the mountain's ſurly brow, ' 

When his jolly beams he rears, 
Darting joy; behold them now, 

Then, then, - On, Hark ! 
Tue merry lark 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Prping to our roundelay. 


Third 


Wh 
Tra! 
Fair 


Yet 
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Third Villager — Mrs. BAN N IST EN. 


When the village-boy to field 
Tramps it with the buxom laſs, 
Fain ſhe would not ſeem to yield, 
Yet gets her tumbled on the grals; 
Aer. then, Oh, hark ! 
merry lark 
Whale they tumble in the hay, 
Pipes alone his roundelay. 


Fourth Villager Mr. CHAPMAN, 


What are honours! what's a court ! 
Calm content is worth them all ; 
Our honour lies in cudgel-ſport, 
Our brighteſt court a 5 ball. 
But then On, hark ! 
1he merry lark, 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


rere 
Choxvs of Villagers—by DR. ARNOLD, in the fame, 


RN EE ö 
h - 1 


LA. ws 4 8 - ts 
2 "+ Jo 4 Eo ke 
as 4 


i WEE: 
; 


8 England— fertile land, 1 

Plenty from her richeſt ſtores, 24 
Ever with benignant hand | Wy. 
Her treaſures on your boſoms pours : HY 


England to yourſelf be true; 

When your realm is truly bleſt, 
'Tis when a Monarch's love for you 
Is by your loyalty confeſt, 


KATE 


£48] 

KATE. 

A FA VOURITE BALLAD. 
Sung by Mifs GEORGE. 


WAS near a ſea- beat rock reclin'd 
The beauteous lovelorn Kate; 
She had no friend to ſooth her mind, 
But mourn'd her hapleſs fate, 


Her only love was out at ſea, 
Far from his native ſhore ; 

In tears ſhe wept her ſorrows free, 
Left he return no more. 


Thus would ſhe ſigh the live long day, 
For dangers he mav prove ; 

While ſorrow mark'd her lonely way 
With firm unſhaken love. 


Tho' Hope oft bade her cares to ceaſe, 
And check'd the falling tear; 
Yet ah! in vain, the hours of peace 
Appear no longer near, 


So droops the primroſe in the vale, 
So fades the new-blown roſe, 
When tempeſts and rude winds aſſail, 
Their ſweets no more diſcloſe. 


Then farewel, Kate, let pity cheer, 
And ſooth thee with addreſs; 

So may each future day appear 
One ſcene of happineſs, 


CRUEL 


L 8 J 
CRUEE-PEGGY., 
Sung by Mr. DARLEY. - 
O more ſhall Harry fling the bar, 


Or wreſtle on the green, 
Or on the village feſtival 
Proclaim his May-day queen: 
To throw the coit let others learn, 
In vain to pleaſe I try; 
What's all my ruſtic fame and ſkill, 
When {till I painful ſigh. 


Cruel, cruel Peggy] 


Like yonder once ſweet tender tree 
Our thriving loves appear'd, 
To fence it from the ſeaſon's bane, 
No labour has been ſpar'd ; 
But, ſtubborn to the planter's hand 
There grew no golden fruit; 
The nurſling, choak'd with foreign weeds, 
Will periſh at the root. 


Cruel, cruel, Peggy ! 


In infancy our prattling tongues 
Liſp'd friendſhip, joy, and love; 
he fabric that affection rear'd, 

Ambition will remove; 

here muſt be magic ſure in gold, 

To make you prove untrue; 

No magic can my joys reſtore, 

Depriv'd of love and you. 


Cruel, cruel Peggy! 
A NEW 


+, 8 ] 
A NEW SONG. 


Written by Miſs Apams, of Farringdon, Berks. 
Tux RE (Chloe, by that borrow'd Riß, &c.) 


| ELL me, maidens, what is love? 


For indeed I long to know, 
Whether I its power prove, 
Cupid's famous dart and bow, 


When young Strephon does . 
Tells his tale with heaving ſighs; 

Seems to pant with hope and fear, 
Then I look with down -caſt eyes. 


Mh en he gently takes my hand, 
Then how trembles all my breaſt; 
When a kiſs he would demand, 
To deny how I'm diſtreſs'd. 


When I meet him in the bower, 
Where the honey-ſuckles join 
With each variegated flower, 
O! what tender thoughts are mine, 


When ſoft wiſhes he imparts, 
Then with bluſhes how I glow ; 
When he talks of flowers and darts, 
To my heart what raptures flow, 


. 


When he's preſent I'm perplex'd ; 
If a while away he rove, 

Then, ye Virgins, how m vex'd— 
Tell me, tell me, is this love ? 


I. 
15 


A NEW 


_ 


(---:3 
ANEW SONG. 


Written by Miſs Cor n, of Oxford. 
Tux E — (My Banks are all furniſhed with Bees.) 


Hen pleaſing the meadows around, 
How ſweet the wild choriſters ſing, 
Each hill with new verdure is crown'd, 
How lovely each proſpett in Spring? 
As I ſtray by the murmuring ſtream, 
And mark how tranſlucent it flows, 
Blyth Nature I chooſe for my theme, 
And my paſtoral ditty compoſe. 


Ye lambkins, that ſkip o'er the plain, 
How pleaſing your gambols appear! 
How {ſweet is the pipe of the {wain, 
The ſhepherd attending you near; 
How — the cot in the vale, 
With woodbines ſurrounding the door, 
The milk-maid ſings gay with her pail, 
Content makes her happineſs ſure. 


How ſweet are the bluſhes of morn ! 
When the {ky lark 15 mounting on high! 

Or the throſtle, when perch'd on a thorn, 
Moſt fondly makes Echo reply! 

The vale-dwelling lily how ſweet, 

© The violets beautiful blue; 

How happy each ſhady retreat, 
Where innocent lovers we view, 


H Still 


* * : ks ! 1 , ; 
- n 1 bk * - 2 > = 2 - SEN — * 
8 — — — _ 2 ˙˖˙ IT : 4 2 —_ 4 * | —— F a 
mee. * a — r . FT 
- 24D ” os * — — „5 oo. O02 Got IIS SS... : — 
- - S 4 - — > K 2 
— — — — 9 8 2 S ta — — 
2 * — oF — 
* 2 23 — — wry * _— _ — Haw == = 
P < — 4 
333 2 „ „ ded mats Sel a —_ = CO — " — x wa 


r 
2 e 
n 
33 


2 ——— * l 7 


2 
, 
» 
1 
- 
N.. 
— 
1 
«74 2 
9 ' 
of 9 
= 
f L 
, 
"a 
Ly z 
* *" 
. 
o 
N + 
1 * 
6 * 
7 
1-8 
+4 * 
*k 
* 
1 
7 
- 
"7 
43 
= 
: 

*I# © 
* 
# 

* 4% 
U 
4 hk 
+ bh 
1 
1 
, 
Ta 
0 
4 
TY 
: s 
' 
„ 
5 f 
1 
— 
4 
5 
BF 
* 
F4 
* 


3 
— 


2 

* 

— é 
— — 


* 


— —ů — * 
— 2 


3 
* 
"PEER 


. 


4 ˙· K ͤ ˙——— — — 22 — 
—_ we 8 1 i, _ 
* : 3 8 4 


P ˙ eek EE EE 
- —— r _ pn in ot, - — 
1 4 4 "FL 
— * 
* 4 = 
% #4 "or 2 4 7 4 


C86 } 


Still let me, in rural repoſe, 
My hours, my days paſs away; 
Retirement {weet will diſcloſe, 
Unknown to the vain and the gay. 
Through life I ſhall cheerfully go, 
Serenely each moment will paſs, 
Nor ſhall think them too faſt, or too flow, 
Or fear Father Time's ſcythe or glaſs, 


gee wr fagagrgtagfagt Agfa 
| A NEW SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Wirtsox, at Ranelagh, 
Written by Mr. OaxMAx. 
Y 3 ſhe told me, when I was a boy, 
To beware of deeit F my mind muſt 'employ ; 


That Folly, and Vice, would my footſteps attend, 
So Wiſdom, and Prudence, ſhe muſt recommend; 


That there in life's round would my pleaſure en- 


hance, 
And always concluded—with mind the main chance. 


I heard her advice; but in truth I muſt ſay, 

It was on her darling, alas! thrown away; 

I join'd in the ſports with the jovial and young, 

And, as Folly invited, I tun'd up my ſong ; 

With the wanton, and giddy, would jom In the 
dance, — 


And ſomehow or other—forgot the main chance. | 


But ſoon as reflection came over my mind, 


All the vain things of Folly at once I refign'd 2 
| e 


10e 


11 


The right path of pleaſure determin'd to prove, 

And brighten my moments with Reaſon and Love. 

I have gain'd a good wife, which my bliſs does 
enhance, 


So I hope you'll allow—1 have hit the main chance. 


9% %%% %% %% („%%% %%% +3063 
A NEW SONG. 


Written and ſung by Miſs Bxavsnaw,at Northampton. 
Tuxz—{The Broom of Cowden- Knows ) 


AS ever girl ſo ſad as me, 
Who was ſo blythe of late, 

Each day aroſe with joy, to ſee 

So happy was my fate, 
O the dawn ! the ſmiling, ſmiling dacon, 

Is clouded over to me; ; 
Could I but find my love again, 

How happy ſhould I be 


I met young Willy on the ſlade, 
Who vow'd he lov'd me true; 
And I, poor {imple eaſy maid, 
Soon lov'd young Willy too. 
O the dawn ! the ſmiling, ſmiling dawn, &c. 


Another love he now has got, 
And leaves me to deſpair ; 
My grief, alas ! he has 1 
But laughs at all my care. 
O the dawn ! the ſmiling, ſmiling dawn, &c. 
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Ye maids, beware the flattering ſwain, 
Who gives your beauty praiſe ; 
If kind —he'll treat you with diſdain, 


And, jeering, go his ways, &c. 
O the dawn ! the ſmiling, ſmiling dawn, &c. 
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A NEW SONG. 
JOCKEY IS A PRETTY LAD. 
Sung by Mrs Pizkcy, Words by Mr. HaRrRis, 


O'THER day, 'twas in a mead, 

92 Young Jocky came to me, 
Between us there it was agreed 

That I his bride ſhould be; 
Sweetly me he did careſs, 

And ſaid I was his pride ; 
Pleas'd I was, yet mult confeſs, 

I thouget I ſhould have died. 

Jockey is a pretty lad, &c, 


There's none ſo blythe as he; 
When he 1s near my Wart is glad, 
Oh he's the lad for me, 
Next day Jocky to me aid, 
Dear Jenny ſhall we wed ? 
Oh dear, ſaid I, I am afraid 
Poor youth he hung his head; 
All his wiſh was to be wed, 
He would not be denied, 
Pleas'd was I, yet maſt confeſs, 
I thought I ſhould have died, 
Jockey is a pretty lad, &c- 
Yeſterday 


<q 


Ye 


C- 
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Yeſterday to church we went, 
And there we join'd our hands, 


We neither ſhall, I hope repent, 


Tho? faſt in Hymen's bands : 
Had you ſeen us go to church, 
He laughing, while I cry'd! 
Had he left me in the lurch, 
I'm ſure I ſhould have died. 
Jocky is a pretty lad, &c. 


At i as SALAS 


THE LASS OF RICHMOND HILL. 
Sung by Mr. Ix E DOx, Compoſed by Mr. Hook. 


N Richmond hill there lives a laſs, 
More bright than May-Day Morn; 
Whoſe. charms all other maids ſurpaſs, 
A Roſe without a Thorn. 


This laſs ſo neat, 
With ſmiles ſo ſweet, 
Has won my right good-will ; 
I'd crown reſign, 
To call her mine, 
Sweet Laſs of Richmond Hill, 


Ye Zephyrs gay, that fan the air, 
And wanton thro' the grove, 
Oh! whiſper to my charming fair, 


J die for her I love, 
| This Laſs ſo neat, &c. 


H 3 How 


CW 3 
How happy will the Shepherd be, 
Who calls this Nymph his own 
O may her choice be fix'd on me, 


Mine's fix'd on her alone. 
This Lafs ſo neat, &c. 


HE's ALWAYS WOOING ME. 
Sung by Mifs Leary, ot Vauxhall, 


HE tune ful lav'riok cheers the grove, 
And ſweetly ſwells the ſummer green, 
Now to'er the mead 1 love to rove, 
Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 
Bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 
Bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 
Now o'er the mead I love to rove, 
WY bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 


* 
When'er we ſit beneath the broom, 
Or wander o'er the lee, 
He's always wooing, wooing, wootng, 
Always wooing me. | 
Whene'er we fit beneath the broom, 
Or wander o'er the lee, 
He's always wooing, wooing, wooing, 
Alway's wooing me. 
He's freſh and fair ns flow'rs in May, 
The blicheſt lad of u' the green, 
How ſweet the time will pals away, 
Wi' bonny Jem ef Aberdeen. - 
Whene'er we, &c. 
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Wi' joy I leave my father's cot 
Wi' ilka ſport of glen or green, 
Well rz: to ſhare the humble lot 
Of bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 


Whene'er we fit, &c. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sung by Mrs. MARTYR. 
; ETURNING from thefair one Eve, 


Acroſs you verdant plain, 
Young Harry ſaid, he'd fee me home, 
A tight and comely fwain; 
He begg'd I would a fairing take, 
And wou'd not be tefusd 3 
Then aſk'd a kiſs -I bluſh'd, and cried 
I'd rather be excus'd, 


You're coy, ſaid he, my pretty maid, 
I mean wo harm, I ſwear; 

Long time I have in ſecret figh'd 
For you, my charming fair: 

But if my tenderneſs offends, 
And if my love's reftis'd, 

I'll leave you - What—alone, cried T, 
I'd rather be excus'd, 


He preſs'd my hand, and on we walk'd. 
He warmly urg'd his ſuit; | 

But {till to all he ſard, I was 

Moſt obſtinately mute: 


Co 


At 
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At length got home, he angry, cried, 
My fondneſs is abus d; | 

Then die a maid—LIndeed ſays I, 
I'd rather be excus'd. 
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THE WOODLAND LADDIE, 


A FAVOURITE SCOTCH SONG. 
Sung by Mrs. Marry, at Vauxhall, Compoſed 


by DR. ARNOLD, 


HEN o'er the lands at early daw 
I ſaw my Woodland Laddie, = 
Wi' bonny gait he croſs'd the lawn, - 
My charming Woodland Laddie ; 
Blythe were his looks as ſunny-morn, 
More than fragrant hay : | 
No lad that dances on the lawn 
Is half ſo blythe and gay. 
My bonny, bonny, charming Woodland Ladd, 
My lad fo blythe and gay, 
With thee 1'l range o'er bras and burn 
The live- long Summer's day. 


When he is by, my time how gay, 
So ſweet's my Woodland Ladd 3 
Each hour in Winter ſeems like May, 
When with my Woodland Laddie; 

At his approach my lambkins play, 
And time glides ſmooth along; 
Sweet does each moment ſteal away, 
Whene er he tunes his ſong. 


My bonny, bonny, &c. 
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His manners ſoft, and ſweet his mind. 
I know his worth and nature; 

To him I'll prove fincere and kind, 
Nor wrong fo good a creature; 
My Woodland Lad's the blytheſt ſwain. 

That ever pip'd on brae, 
So ſweet he {ings upon the plain, 
Or on the winding Tay, | | 
My bonny, bonny, &c. 


PATIE AND PEGGY BY W. B—E 


A Nzw Scorch Diaxocu, 
Tu NE (Roſlin Cafile.) 
ATI E. 


LAS! my Peggy, muſt we part, 3 
The Rates 241 wrings By faithful heart 3 

Perhaps ſome wealthy ſhepherd ſaes, 

And thou, too gentle, can't refuſe, 

Thy tender boſom cannot hear, 

Thy ſoothing Mither's foftening tear, 

Thy Faither s boiſt'rous threat'ning brow, 

And I ſhall fee my Love nae mair! 


PEGGY. 


OH! Patie, why thus rend my breaſt ? 
Which in thy love alone finds Teſt; 

Why why ? ſuſpe& my long-known faith, 
And in diſtreſs involve us baith ? 
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What though my Father threats and ſwears, 
And Mither tempts me wi' her tears, 
Young Colin to prefer to you; 

But believe me, tis in vain they ſue; 
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OH ! ſweet aſſurance, bliſsful words, 
Which comfort to my ſaul affords, 
Diſpels the cloud that damp'd my joys, 
And all my baneful cares deſtroys ; 
Hence every gloomy thought, away, 
Each year be this a Holiday; 

Whilſt thus I to my Peggy prove, 

How ardeat is her Patie's love! 


PEGGY. 


THIS daring outrage plainly ſhows, 
That men by promiſes impoſe ; 

Th? vr e ſes of their brutal luſt, 

On ſuch as in them vainly truſt; 
Hence then begone, a year or more 
Of true repentance may reſtore 

This heart, which tho' ſincerely thine, 
In abſence muſt corrode and pine! 


ATI. 
AH! cruel Peggy, can a kiſs, 
Extorted by th' exceſs of bliſs, 


Excite ſuch anger in thy breaſt, 
As robs me for a year of reſt? 


a Lip 
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or Hence 
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Hence then to lonely woods I fly, 
But e' er the time's elaps'd I'll die: 
Then Peggy will perhaps lament, 
The day that Patie from her went. 


%%% %%% „%%% 
Taz RECONCILIATION of 


PaT1E and Poe; Or The Banks of gentle Tweed, 
A NEW SONG, 


S on the flow'ry banks of gentle Tweed 

The youthful Peggy poſted once with ſpeed, 
She ſaw the Ghaſt of Patie(ſuch he ſeem'd) 
Her eyes a ghaſt with fear and wonder teem'd ; 
The frighted blood grew cold, her hly hands 
Hang motionleſs, and ſtiff awhile ſhe ſtands; 
Amaz'd her tongue her anguiſh cannot tell, 
And faintly ſcreaming on the graſs ſhe fell, 


With grief tranſported, eager Patie flies, 
And Tweed reſounds with penetrating cries ; 
Alas! untimely fate, Oh ! cruel hour! 

Why thus cut off the faireſt, lovelieſt flow'r, 
That ever grac'd the Banks of gentle Tweed ! 
Could not her Innosence and beauty plead 
For longer life; Oh! could not Patie's woes, 
To mercy death's relentleſs hand diſpoſe ! 


Bent o'er the ſeeming breathleſs Corſps he ſtood, 
As the ſapp'd pine hangs pendant o'er the flood 
Her once irradiate eyes, whoſe ſparkling fires, 


In all the ſh2pherds kindled fierce deſires, 
Now 
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Now dim; her lips on which the Graces play'd, 
With death's cold livid paleneſs overſpread, 

Her boſom, rival of the pureſt now, | 
Lies cold as fleaks that from the mountains blow. 


The long-ſpent ſighs his gentle boſom heave, 
Ah! Peggy, wilt thou then thy Patie leave, 

He ſtoops, and to her lips his lips applies, 

The genial touch electric heat ſupplies ; 

Her circling arms the joyful ſheobenl reſs, 
Her balmy Vips his lips no more rel, ; 

On ſpeedy marriage failing, boch agreed, 

And mutual blels 4 the Banks of gentle Tweed. 


Arete eee Re Be c ebe 
A FAVOURITE NEW SONG, 
Tuns—(Well, I ag ree, Sc. 


HAT joy to me, 
To gaze on thee; 
My only love, my dear! 
Thy cheeks, thy eyes, 
Without diſguiſe, 
Thy tenderneſs declate, 


My gentle maid, 
Let's ſeek the ſhade; | 
Beſide the purling ſtream, 
There talk of love, | 
Each. thought improve, 
With that enchanting theme, 
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What beauties grace; 
Thy charming face; 
I he lilies roles join, 
1 thy air, 
Alike declare, 1 
Thy form is near divine. 


In wedlock's bands, 
Let's join our hands 
With Innocence and truth; 
The ſwains fo gay, | 
Shall ſmiling ſay ; 
How bleſs'd that maid and youth! 


. 00+ 
| A FAVOURITE NEW SONG, 
To L 9 90184. 
By J. Rax NIR. 


EEK daughter of deſpondence, ceaſe 
To pierce my ſoul with fruitleſs ſighs, 
or let his image break thy peace, 
Whoſe heart thy reaſon muſt deſpiſe. 


O ſpurn the mercenary ſlave, 
ith noble pride and high-ſoul'd ſcorn; 
I' charm the wound his falſehood gave, 
And ſooth the heart with anguiſh worn. 


Thy filent look for pity pleads, 
ith more than eloquence divine; 
e my own affliction bleeds, 
I feel the _— pangs of thine} 
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A NEW SONG. 
By J. RaxNIE. 


OUISA, why art thou depreſt? iy 
Ah! why that look ſo Gall of wee? 
What ſorrow heaves thy ſwelling breaſt 
Big with the ſoul-affliting throe ? 


Thy tears, which deepeſt anguiſh ſpeak, 
Muſt ſurely from the ſoul ariſe ; 

. They pale the Roſes on thy cheek, 

And dim the luſtre of thine eyes. 


Alas! I fear ſome cruel youth, | 
With vowsof love, has won thy heart, 

And, ſwerving from his promis'd truth, 
Triamphant play'd the ruffian's part. 


If ſo, may on his coward face 
Be ſtam p'd the mark of glaring ſhame; 
Black as the heart he muſt poſſeſs, 
Who thus can wound thy tender frame! 


— 
THE LIGHT OF THE MOON. 
Sung by My. Dax IE v, at Vauxhall, 
I a is Jepairted, and roundfrom the cloud, 


The moon in her beauty appears; 
Ihe voice of the nightingale warbles around 
The muſic of love in our cars. 
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Maria appears! now the ſeaſon ſo {weet, 
While the beat of the heart is in tune; 

The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 
Alone by the light of the moon, 


I cannot, when preſent, unfold what I feel, 
I figh—can a lover do more! 

Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 
Yet I think of her all the day o'er! 

Maria my love! do you long Toi the grove, 
Do you fi ſigh for an interview ſoon ? 

Does e er a kind thought run on me as you rove, 
Alone by we light of the moon ? 


Your name from the ſhepherds, whenever 1 hear, 
My boſom is all in 7 | 

Your voice, when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro? mine 

ear, 

My heart thrills—my eyes overflow. 

Ye pow'rs of the ſky, will your bounty divine, | AY 
Indulge a fond lover his boon; ; * 

Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, C 
Alone by the light of the moon. Wi 


Irs i 9 A ] +% oy +2 + 
A NEW SONG. 


By J. RAN NIE. 


HE modeſt violet of the vale 1 
Gives fragrance to the vernal pale, 14 

And blooms, the beauty of the dale, 2 = 
Each lovely ſcene adorning: RAS). * 
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As ſweet 'a flow'r as Flora rears, 

The violet of the vale appears ; 

And, while it greets the ſun intears, 
Ie beautifies the morning. 


But, ah! its tender ſtalk is frail, 
And trembles to the lighteſt gale; 
Should tempeſts, pitileſs, aſſail 
The flow'r—its beauty ſcorning, 
The humble violet would be found 
No longer ſhedding glorier round, 
But Nightſee level'd with the ground 
The flow'r that grac'd the morning. 


O Laura! Nature's meekeſt flow'r, 
Thou violet of the preſent hour, 
Why doſt thou triumph in thy pow'r, 
And fly, my paſſion ſcorning? 
Sweet maid! confider ere too late, 
And, in the violet's, read thy fate: 
The charms are of as tranſient date 
Which grace thy ſmiling morning! 


LOGAN WATER. 


A FAVOURITE NEW SONG, 


Y Logan's ſtreams that rin ſae deep, 
Fu' aft wi' glee I've herded ſheep; 


Herded fheep, or gather'd ſlaes, 
Wi' my dear lad on Logan Braes! 


But, waes my heart! thae days are gane, 


And 1, wi' grief, may herd my lane, 
While my dear lad maun frae 
Far, far frae me or Logan Braes! 


is fraes, 


* 


[ 101 ] 


Nae mair at Logan Kirk will nher. 


Atween the preachings meet wi me!yꝙ/ʒd- 4 4 


Meet wi' me! or, when 'tis mik 
Convoy me hame frae Logan Kix!!! 


Weil _—_— I ting'——" Thae days are gane 
Frae Kirk or fair I come my lane! 


While my dear lad maun face his faes, 
Far, far frae me or Logan Braces, 


The KIND are YOUNG and FAIR. 


od 
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A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 


Sung by Mr. InCLEDON, at Vauxhall, 
oat a weed & 1. Ci 3 1. | 
O beauty born a willing ſlave, 
A merry happy man.. 
I flight the Nymph I cannot have, 
And doat on thoſe I.can, _ - . 
And doat on thoſe T can. 
And doat on thoſe I can, 1 
I flight the Nymph I cannot have.. 
And doat on thcfe can. 134 
This conſtant maxim ſtill I hold. | 
To baffle all deſpair, 
The froward ugly are, and old, 
The kind are young and fair, e 
The fro ward ugly are, and old, the kind are young 
and fair, ; | RE 
The kind are, young and fair. 
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The women would no more yetplens 
Were men reſolv'd and free: 
Soft ſmiles become the charming ſex, 
No pouting Miſs for me, . 
This conſtant maxim, &c. 


In wedlock's bands, if e'er I join, 
Good humour be my guide, 
Let dimpled ſmiles A love be mine, 
1 laugh at female pride, 

This conſtant maxim, &c. 
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SHOU'D HE THINK of ANOTHER. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung by Miſs Lzazv, of Vauxhall 


bd thay 7 Jockey calls me his delight, 
And woos me night and morning, 
I treat his paſſion ſtill with ſlight, 

His fondneis always ſcorning : 
Yet love him I muſt own I do, 
Tho'lm 7 6a {mother 
And I ſhould die -I own tis true, 

Shou'd he think of another. 
Slou d he think of another, 
Skou dl he thank of another, 
And I fhow'd die] own tis true,] 
Shou he think of another, | 


© Abloom- 


A blooming garland, t'other day, 
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He brought, I own 'twas pleafing ; 
Yet I the prelent threw away, 
And de rs Flee teazing. 
Why ſhould I thus torment a Swain, 
And my own fondneſs {mother ; 
When 1 ſhould die with grief and pain, 
Shou d he think of another. 


Let prudence be each Virgin's guide, 


And reaſon be * 
1 


Let vanity be ſet 
Coquetry and railing: 
If Jockey offers me his hand, 
No more my love I'll ſmother, 
But, wedded, I'll obey command, 
And vow to love no other. 


BRITISH LOYALTY. 
Or, a Squeeze for Sr. PAU L's 
Written by GOR Corman, Eſq. Jun. 


And firſt delivered by Lou BanwisteR, at his 
42 Benefit. „ 
AN any tell (ſince Adam's time I mean) 

How many different Squeezes there have been; 
Faith no ſmall number! — nay, this very night, 
Thanks to my friends, I've ſqueez'd you pretty: 

tight; b 
N below, in front, and round the border, 
All cloſe all quiet too and yet no order. 


Time 
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Time was, our ſickly taſte too far refining, - 
Old Engliſh crowds and ſqueezes were declining : 
 & Curſe mobs! (exclaims my lord) no, prithee no, 
Don't go to vulgar ſights —Cries madam, go! 


I would as ſoon be ſeen at Lord Mayor's how.“ 


« ISA 121 184 | 
But now, thank heaven!-one glorious great occaſion 
One happy cauſe of loyal emulation, fo 
Has leverd taſte, and crowded all the nation. 


Twas nature drew the ſcene, chaſte, ſtrong and 


glowing, 9 | 
London, her Theatre, was overflowing 
The ſtreets one Pit of jayousſhining faces, 


The Belle and beau took low front window-places'; 


The fair in deſhabille, and booted *Squire, 

Grinn'd, as you fee em now aſtory higher;[ 24Gal} 

While the hoarſe deep-mouth'd cannon thund ring 
loud, x 


Juſt, like. my., honeſt friends, there ſtunn'd the 


* crow'd, [Upper Gal] 
Such ſqueezing, joſtliug here ſome ſtand ſome ſit, 
All anxious for—'twas England's benefit, 
O may that day on record ſtand, and age 
In future times, delighted, turn the page! 
The April-morn, chaſing the dreary hours 
Of gloomy Winter ſmil'd, yet ſmil'd in ſhow'rs, 
Thus did the heart in ev'ry 2. appear, 
While rapture beam'd, Affe 
Yet ſome whoſe manners no leſs love confeſs'd, 
In rough unpoliſh'd tones their joys expreſs d. 


« Och blood and Oons(cries Pat)and ſcratch'd his 
—_ 2 ue Lis | * 
My heart's as light as any feather-bed; 
This day that rains as hard as it can pour, 

Is nt an exceeding fine one to be ſure—_ 
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ion dropt a tear; 
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Long life O batheration joy — Huzza! 

Don't you be after ſtopping up the way; 

PII ſhut your day-lights up, if your ſo nimble, 
And then, my je wel, you'll look at this, and tremble. 


[ns fiſt. ] 

Good luck to him there he goes by my Shal- 
vation 

I love him—mind my toeg—and ſo does all our 

nation, $875 

The Iriſhman that don't—geton the bench, man— 

His father, fait, and mother, was a Frenchman,” 


Got pleſs the Royal Family—O ſplutter, 

Hur will ſee noble ſights here from the gutter ; 
But look you now, buch mops and crouts as theſe 
Will toaſt her potty like a piece of ſhize. 

Hur's travell'd up on purpoſe fromLlantilly--- 
Got's ſplutter and ane e elpow's in my pelly, 
Hur's Conc of Ha onmouth, never fince 


Hur country knew ſo creat a King and Prince,” 


« Who iſh't has got his knockles in my throat 
Let go my collar Peopliſh ! pray take note, 
I'll proſecute the villanſh as tore my coat: 
I'm a loyal Iſraelite - to ſee 


This ſight, I riſks my life, but not my property.“ 


1 Hoot! hoot man, dinna mak a din and riot, 
Tack your auld cloak about ye, and ſtand quiet; 
Deel damyour louſy plaid, friend and learn frac me, 
A Scotſman - what is Ge- ne- ro- ſi- ty. 

For ſince ſae happy tidings ha gane: forth, 

Gude faith thats warm'd aw hoſoms thro' the North. 


« Warm'd 
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Warm'd you, (exclaims a ſine old ſoul)warm'd;you 
Why it has warm'd me, friend -I am ninety-two; 
Pray now make room I'm old and weak---but 1 
Would needs crawl out to ſee my King come by, 
And then---I'll totter home content, and die!“ 


© Cheetly, old boy, cries Heart of Oak--that's right, 
Keep it up merry, heart !---we'll all drink, fight, 
Puſh, joſtle, ſqueeze our ſouls out---any thing 
In honour of our good and gracious King. | 
Roar away, meſſmates, ſtrike up now or never, 
Long live the King, may the King live for ever!“ 


PH THINK of WILLY far AWAY. 
A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 
Sung by Miſs LEARx, at Vauxhall 
Tue words by Mr. HAwz Ins. 


M* love, the pride of hill and plain, 
Has now ſet ſail and gone to ſea; 
Has now ſet ſail and gone to ſea. NS | 
Yet well I know, my gentle ſwain will ne'er in- 
conſtant prove to me. | 
Where e er I rove, where e'er I tray, I'Il think of 
Willy far away. 
Fil think of Willy, 
Think of Willy, 
Think of Willy far away. 


At 


[ 2497 |] 


At morn and eve I'll ſound his praiſe, . 
And loudly of his beauties ſing; 

For Oh! engaging are his ways, 
And ſweet his preſence det hs 


2 
Where e'cr I rove, where c'er I ftray, | 


I'll think of Willy far away. 


Shou'd he return to bleſs my ſight, 
I'll hail the lad with hearty glee: 
And all his tender love requite, 
With truth, with love, and conſtancy, 
In hopes of this, where e'er 1 ſtray, 
I'II think of Willy far away 


Airs At bt etc tt 
A NEW SONG, 
Sun? by Mrs. Cx oven, 
In the CouRD of FaLsz APPEARANCES, 


ONDER not if thus I'm mute, 
Nor think it is a vain pretence, 


Babbling mirth with joy may ſuit, 


But to grief it gives offence, 


Spring the enraptur'd plains adorning, 
Wakes the jocund voice of love, | 

With the wint'ry blaſts returning, 
Silence reigns throughout the grove. 


Joy and Damon are but one, 
All his grief, if he depart, 


Tis the abſence of the ſun, 


Tis the winter of the heart, 


— —ͤ—)d — — 
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The DISCONSOLATE SAILOR's Return, 


Sung by Mr. DAR LE v, at Vauxhall, 
Written by Mr. Gzxorxcs Saville CARE v. 


NCE more I'm return'd to my own native 
ſhore, 


Which I left when dejeRed fo heartleſs and poor, 


Each face look'd indignant and ſhy, 
Each face look'd indignant and ſhy, 
I ſought for relief on the perilous main, 
And Fortune ſhe cheer'd my poor heart once 
again | | 8 
When I brav'd the caprice of the ſky, 
When I brav'd the caprice of the ſky. 


Tho! death feem'd impatiently Ong around, 
With ſharp-pointed lightning and thunder pro- 
Pare | 

Or roar d in the turbulent wind; 
When a calm is return'd, I've ſaid to each mate, 
Tho” Heaven has frown'd, there's nothing I hate 


So much as the frowns of mankind, 


MY had not forgot how my heart was opprels'd. 


And ſcorn'd e'enbythoſe, whom Lhadoftencareſs'd 
And parted my y ſo free; | 
But if ever dame Fortune ſhould leave me agaia, 
No more ſhall ingratitude give me a pain, 
PU ſeek for relource on the ſea. | 


A FA. 
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A FAVOURITE NEW SONG, 


Sung at Vauxhall and the Theatre Royal Drury-Lan: ; 


Introduced by Mr. RetnnoLD, on the Recovery of His 
Ma}jesTY. 


ReciTATIVE., 


HAT Gop. who gives and takes away, 
Whom Kings and peaſants mult obey, 
Mov'd from imperial Reaſon's cat, 
A King as good as he was great; 
Then in compailion to the land, 
Stretch'd forth his ever-healing hand, 


AIR. (HAxvDEI). 


EHOVAH Lon p, be ſtill ador'd, 
Vho hath our Gracious King reſtor'd, 
Hath rais'd him from his bed of pain, 
And given us peace, and joy again, 
% For all his mercies we will hing 
« Eternal praiſe toHeaven's High King.” 
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Wutrre STREPHON, Txvs you TEASE ME. 


Sung by Miſs PooLE, at Vauxhall. 
The Words by Lady W. MoxTacue. 


WII Strephon, thus vou teaze me, 
To ſay What won my heart; | 
It cannot, ſure, be treaſon, 

If I the truth impart: oF 
K It 
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It was your generous nature, 
Bold, ſoft, ſincere, and gay; 
It ſnone in every feature, 
And ſtole my heart away. 


»Twas not your ſmile, tho? charming, 
'Twas not your eyes, tho' bright; 
"Twas not your bloom, tho' warming, 
Nor beauty's dazzling hight. 
No—it was your generous nature, &«c. 


»Twas not your dreſs, tho' ſhining, , 
Nor ſhape, that won my heart; 
»Twas not your tongue combining, 
For that might pleaſe by art. | 
No—it was your generous nature, &e. 


Ada eas N N Nee NN 
A FAVOURITE NEW SONG, 


By R, B, SHERIDAN, E/q. 
\ S K'ſt thou how long my love ſhall ſtay, 


When all that's new 1s paſt; 
How long—ah, Delia! can I ſay 
How long my life ſhall laſt, 
Dry be that tear—be huſh'd that ſigh, 
At leaſt I'll love thee *ull I die, 
And does that thought affect thee too, 
The thought of Damon's death: 
That he, who only lives for you, 
Muſt yield his faithful breath: 
Huſh'd be that ſigh, be dry that tear, 
Nor let us loſe our Heaven here, 


- 
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In ANSWER, . 


THINE'ſt thou, my Damon, I'd forego, 
This tender luxury of woe, 
Which better than the tongue imparts, 
The ſcelings of impaſſion'd hearts; 

Bleſt, if my fighs and tears but prove 
The winds and waves, that waſt to love, 


— — 


Can true affection ceaſe to fear, 

Poor is the joy, not worth a tear; 

Did paſſion ever know content, 

How weak the rapture words can paint; 
Then let my ſighs and tears but prove 
The winds and waves, that watt to love. 
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THE VILLAGE MAI DEN. 


Sung by Mr. IxCLEDON. 


HEN firſt I ſaw the Village Maiden, 
Like Cymon, motionleſs I ſtood; 
"Twas Iphigenia's ſelf appearing, 
So lovely, beautiful, and good; 
Her cheeks out-bluſh'd the rip'ning roſe, 
Her ſmile would baniſh mortals' woes, 
So {weet the Village Maiden; 


K 2 Clariſſa's 
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Clariſſa's eyes, all eyes attracting, 
Her breath Arabian ſpices feign, 
For her, like ore, — Av'rice wander, 
Adventure all the prize to gain: 
I told my love, with many fears, 


Which ſhe return'd with [peaking tears, 
Then ſigh'd the Village Maiden. 


She ſigh'd, becauſe ſhe had no riches, 

Jo make her lady-like and gay; 
Tho? virtue was her only portion, 

I dar'd to name the wedding day, 
The care of wealth let knaves endure, 
I ſhall be rich and envied ſure, 

To gain the Village Maiden, 
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FEMALE FORTITUDE. 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 
Set to Mufec by Mr, Russ EL. 


OUNG Daphnne, brigheſt creature, 
That e'er did heart enſnare, 

Was bleſt with all that nature 

Could laviſh on the fair, 
For her each youth did languiſh, 

And told their am'rous ſmart: 
What, tho' ſhe mock'd their anguiſh, 

Yet Strephon won her heart, 


The ſtripling ſwore, for ever 
He'd true and conſtant prove; 
He was a youth ſo clever, 
That ſhe repaid his love : 


But 


But 


1 1 


But death, their joys reſenting, 
Of Strephon made a prize; 
Oh! powers unrelenting! 
To cloſe the ſhepherd's eyes! 


Now ſobbing, pining, crying, 
The beauteous widow ran; 
And vow'd, in endleſs ſighing, 

To weep her conſtant man : 
But Corydon, the rover, 

To court her did prepare, 
And thought another lover 

Might not diſpleaſe the fair. 


With boldneſs he advances 1 \ 
The fair his love denies, ; 
Till irreſiſtleſs glances 
Shot flaſhing from his eyes, 
With oaths and vows affailing, 
He wipes each tear ſwoln-cheek, 
Until, his love prevailing, 
He weds her in a week. 


Til not be Confin'd like a BIRD in a CAGE. 
Sung by Mrs, MARTYR, at Vauxhall. 
The Words by Mr. Oak Ax. 


| RE yet in my youth, and my beauty in prime, 

E To hear a {oft tale, can be ſurely no crime, 

Tho* my mother and aunt will continually preach, 

And leſſons of this, that, and t'other will teach; 

Their advice may no doubt be both learned and ſage 
Tet T not be confin'd like a bird ing cage, - 
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The goldfinch and linnet their plumage diſplay, 
How _ ſound their notes as they perch on the 
pray; 
Tis liberty gives all the joy to the ſong, 
And nature and fancy the notes ſtill prolong: 


Like them I with freedom will ever engage, 
For Pl not be confin'd like a bird in a cage, 


If love ſhould invite me to favour ſome youth, 
Whole eyes beam with tranſport, with honour 
and truth; | 
To his wiſhes, *tis poſſible, I may comply, 
For my heart is too tender ſuch worth to deny; 
Yet, it ever with Hymen and love I engage, 
Tul not be confin'd like a bird in a cage. 
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A FAVOURITE AIR, 


Sung by Mr, Eowin, in the Comic Opera of 


PEEPING ron. 


GAD we had a glorious feaſt, - 
So good in kind, ſo nicely dreſt, 
Our liquor too was of the beſt —I'll tell you, 
One leg of mutton, two fat geeſe, | 
With beans and bacon, ducks and peaſe, 
In ſhort we'd every thing to pleaſe—the belly, 


The clock ſtruck twelve in merry chime, 
The prieſt ſaid grace in Saxon rhime; 

Says I to me this is no time—for playing. 
The room was full when I came in, 

But ſoon I napkin'd up my chan, 

With knife and fork I now begin to lay in, 


The 
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The curate, who at ſuch a rate, 

Of dues and tithe, pigs us'd to prate, 

In ſilence fat behind his plate a peeping. 

Moſt church-men, like the vicar, too, 

A ſhepherd to his flock below, | 
Like any wolf, good mutton know—was deep in, 


We nodded health, for no one ſpoke, 

The cloth roll'd off, we crack'd a joke, 

And drunk the King, and ſung and imock'd tobacco 
Our reck'ning out, they call a whip, | 
1 ſteals my hat, and home I trip, 

My pretty Maid your velvet lip—to ſmack-o. 


A NEW SONG, 


Written by Mr. W1LLIAMSON, of Hadley, and Sung by 
him at ſeveral Convivial Societies. 


Tv xs—(Who has the beſt Wife, Ge.) 


HE placue of one's life 
Is an a wife; | 
Who till is fomenting of evil; 
From morning to night, 
All 1s wrong, nothing right; 
| A ſcold is ſure worſe than the devil, 


When I firſt gave a kiſs, 
I thought that each bliſs 


Was centr'd in ſweet pretty Mary, 
But now, I am wed, | 


O! Iwiſh I was dead, { 
Her temper I find ſo contrary. 
| Let 
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Let me ſay what I will, 

Her tongue won't lie ſtill, pa aut 

| Ll.ike the clack of a mill it is going: 

If I ſtop up my ears, | 

In a rage ſhe appears, = : : 
And more hot then her paſſion is glowing, 


If I go, or I ſtay, 
At home, or away, | ; 
Each ſerves her alike for a riot; 


Tho? a foe to all ſtrife 
Such a devil's my wife, : 
, She never will let me be quiet. 


A NEW SONG. 
Touxne—( ithout a Man to take the Lead. 


ITHOUT a girl to toy and kiſs, 
What could a mortal do; 
Tis beauty does enhance each bliſs, 
| Whatever we purſue 
Her eyes direct to every Joy» 
Advance 
They glance 
Entrance, 
By chance, 
Their ſweets can never cloy, 


Then puſh. the Wont round, my buck, 


To every willing tit ; 


The queen of love will {end good luck, 
And every fancy hit; 


Then 


Then let each voice the theme prolong, 


Le 


The 7 
The ſm 
I call, * 
Wich all 
As ſubje& of my ſong ; 


Then let me trip in faſhion's round, 
Among the ſair and gay; 
Where beauty conſtantly is found, 
Th' op'ra ball, or play; 
Survey who is to ſport inclin'd, 
To joy, 
Not coy, 
Annoy, 
Nor cloy, 
But give to love her mind, 


A NEW SONG. 
LAW, PHYSIC, and DIVINITY. 


Tuxnz—{(Sing Tantararara, Sc.) 


\ Lawyer, a doctor, a parſon were met, | 


At a tavern one night their dry palates to wet 
Their liquor was wine of the very beſt ſort, 


*Twas claret, Champagne, and {ome well- ſeaſon'd 


Port, 
Sing Tantararara drink all, &c. 


In good wine, ſaid the Lawyer, I ne'er found a flaw, 
For if it is good it will ſtand good in law; 
And all the reports, I have heard and have read, 
In the very ſame manner agree on this head, 
Sing Tantararara drink all, &c. 
| Says 


— 


* 
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Says the Doctor, reſtritions 1 al ways deſpiſe, 


Water- gruel no patient I ever adviſe; 


If appetite's pall'd, and the ſpirits are low, 
A glaſs of good wine will again make them flow. 
Sing Tantararara drink all, &C» 


The Parſon was next, with canonical face, 

Who tols'd off a bumper. with excellent grace; 
Says he, When! drink I'm never perplext 

With a bottle, I always can ſtick to my text. 

| Sing Tantararara drink all, &c. 


Since the Lawyer declares drinking will ſtand the 
teſt, | 

And Phyſic alike 'tis of med'cines the beſt; 

While the orthodox Parſon holds forth *tis no fin, 

For what other folks ſay, we need not care a pin, 


Sing Tantararara driu all, &c. 


Then puſh round the bumper, make jovial the nighit, 
Drink deep is the toaſt, which all hex * delight; 


Let us all raiſe the voice while good liquor's be- 
fore us, 


And heartily join in the honeſt old chorus. 
| Sing Tantararara drink all, &c, 


END or Tn SONGS, 
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TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 


—— . —— —ñ—6 


AY virtue be our armour, when wickedneſs 
is our aſſailant, 

The majeſty of the people of England. 

May we take reaſon and patience in the right hand, 
and hope in the left, 

May the tree of liberty flouriſh all over the globe, 
and every human being partake of its fruits, 

The two moſt valuable jewels in the Britiſh 
crown—liberty and the people's love. 

May the {word of juſtice be ſway'd by the hand of 


mercy. 


Perpetual diſappointment to the' enemies of Old 
England, 1 EE 

May the Judges of the Inquiſition be committed to 
the Baſtile, at the ſuit of humanity, 

A ſpeedy exportation to all the enemies of Britain 
without a draw-back, 

May the health of our Sovereign keep pace with 
the wiſhes of his people. 

May the priſon-gloom be cheer'd by the rays of 
Hope and Liberty fetter the arm of oppreſſion, 

May we never deſire what we cannot obtain, 

May vanity be puniſh'd with inattention, and 
merit be rewarded with reſpett, 

May the good fellow aſſociate with no fellows but 
his own, 


May our pleaſant thoughts be gilt with modeſt ex- 
preſſions. 


May reaſon be the Preſident, and mirth a conſtant 
vifitor. 


* 


May 
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TOASTS, &c.' 


The honeſt fellow who loves his bottle at night 
55 and his buſineſs in the morning. 

The cauſe of Liberty throughout the world. 
When we hunt the true pleaſures of life, may we 
always have our game in view. 

May 28 be the pilot, when paſſion blows the 

ale. 
May vue prudence ſecure us friends, but enable 
| us to live without their aſſiſtance. 
May the whole univerſe be incorporated into one 
large city, and every inhabitant be preſented 
5 with the freedom. ; 

May fortune be always an attendant on virtue, 
May temptation never conquer virtue, 

May the impulſe of Generoſity never be check'd 
by the power of 2 5 | 
Wine—to invigorate our paſſion, but not impair 

8 e e. 

May generoſity never be overtaken by poverty. 
Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful, 
May the bark of friendſhip never founder on the 
2 rock of deceit. 

May the king live to reward the ſubject that would 
die for him. | 
May the lamp of friendſkip be lighted with the oil 
| of ſincerity. 

May we never {wear a tradeſman out of his due, 
nor a virtuous girl out of her virtue, 


t To be Continued Annually 
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